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Introduction by Will Rogers 


Goop Menici: is the inspiring chron- 
icle of an old-time cow wrangler re- 
vealed in a unique collection of his 
illustrated letters. The letters, each of 
which is accompanied by bright mar- 
ginal sketches portraying vividly the 
color and movement of the vanished 
West, are filled with all the wholesome 
philosophy and picturesque humor of 
their author and disclose a hitherto lit- 
tle-known aspect of this internationally 
celebrated painter. 

From his early youth through his 
prime, Charles Russell rode the ranges, 
herded cattle, hunted and trapped 
game, sketching and painting the life 
of which this volume is a worthy and 
stimulating memorial. The broad hu- 
manism, refreshing candor, and kindly 
wit, which a profound love of nature 
and long association with men of the 
unexploited prairies could impart, won 
him a host of friends, among them Will 
Rogers, who paid warm tribute to the 
artist-author in his foreword. “I think 
every one of us that had the pleasure 
of knowing him is just a little better by 
having done so, and I hope everybody 
that reads some of his thoughts here 
will get a little aid in life’s journey by 
seeing how it’s possible to go through 
life living and letting live. He not only 
left us great living Pictures of what our 
West was, but he left us an example of 
how to live in friendship with all man- 
kind. A Real Downright, Honest to 
God, Human Being.” 
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“The West 1s dead! 
You may lose a sweetheart, 


But you won't forget her.’-—C.M.R. 


THIs BOOK is lovingly dedicated to the West and to 
Charlie’s friends. What a multitude, what a legion 
they were! Some of them were real saints in his eyes. 
And some of them were real sinners, too. And he 
knew it. And never cast a stone. But he would say, 
“My Brother, when you come to my lodge, the robe 
will be spread and the pipe lit for you.” 


NANCY C, RUSSELL. 
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The people to whom the letters in this book were written, 


with descriptive lines by Mrs. Russell 
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mBeO, 1 ©. Gleddy blue)« 2 Deuce Ranch,” Gilt Edge, Mont. « ©. % 25 40,97 


A Texas cowpuncher. Trailed cattle north to Montana in the early days. 


RNISTRONG  Walvienlessinegeless Cal) gue, os) LOZ, LIZ, 113,144 


Financier. 


DOD RIN DICK s OUyWoOdmea mim mn on ee a & x leo bas Ge a) oe) See OR ey ge 


A horseman. originally in Montana. 


DOLLINGER. |UDGE JAMES VV mieavenport, la... "3 a GP, Bight A ss Eco 


Loved the West and Charles M. Russell, as well as the part he played in leaving a record of old times. 
Went hunting in the Northwest each fall with him. 


IBOREIN, BDWARDsoantarbaubata,@al, « « .) » % + « 2» 30,48, 49,50, 92: $0,125 


Noted for his etchings. A native Californian. Cowpuncher and one of Charles M. Russell’s closest friends. 


IBROW Aa PRANK, Greagtaasmviont, woe sty © wee on  COnIZ4 TAO TER 


Connected with the Great Falls Packing Company. 


ODD CALPE GS tee Danan ye ge ee fe Be ke toe 5 relia ee 
President of the Great Northern Railway Company. 


CALVERT. GEORGE Dement MallsSeIVIONt.. 9: 2 4.) i 4 cn ep om eee ty | 475 7A, URI 


Native of Canada and one time lumber-jack; now a leading contractor and builder in Montana. 


ORE VGLIARR Ve naucuctO al ieee, ee ee es 20 


Playwright and legitimate actor; now a Western film star. 


GGEURN GVW ALTER, Llollygvoody@al wets. i eg ek ce es ee a AOL 


Born in Great Falls, Montana. Writer of Western stories. 


COP ORC HiI PG alantviowmeNe YY.) 6 412 4. « + 24, 110,144, racic? 


A native Montanan. Physician. Owner of the largest individual collection of Russell paintings. 


OE WEORD sVV hier feecA Cress mcotcm blaine, No ~ G. «ee ge tee ee OT 


Illustrator. Considered by Charles M. Russell as one of the best pen artists in America. 


PESVONG) Gbwoantabaupara, Cale eee, 6 i ae oe ee se OF 


Western artist, and was a protégé of Charles M. Russell, studying with him for about seven years. 
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Duckett, H.T, Santa Ana,Cal. . . . 34,35, 66, 67, 98, 99, 110, 116, 117, 130, 157 


Cowpuncher on the range with Charles M. Russell, later a newspaper man, now retired. 


EATON, Howarb (deceased), Wolf, Wyo. . . . . . +. + + + + + + 108,149 


Pioneer ranchman and friend of Theodore Roosevelt. One of the Eaton Brothers who established the first 
dude ranch at Wolf, Wyoming, some twenty-five or thirty years ago. 


ELIOT, CHARLES D;(deceased)>.° 1 5s oe ree cr 


Former sheep rancher; in later life a banker. 


EMERSON, EDWARD, New York’City”9 2. 3 505 "32 2 ee 


War correspondent. 


FAIRBANKS, DOUGLAS, Beverley-Hills’@al-” 273 2 -p en 


Needs no introduction. The idol of motion picture fans the world over. 


FURLONG, LT. COL. CHAS. W., Boston, Mass, = <9 925. (“eee neni 


Writer and lecturer. 


GABRIEL, Kip, Mexico City, Mexicog:, 2 <7 292) a0 te eer 


Cowboy and rodeo star. Later, as a showman, traveled widely both in America and abroad. 


GIBSON, SENATOR PARIS, Great Falls; Mont: ~. . ~2) 7 4 2.960; O17 120,142,154 


Pioneer of Minnesota and founder of the city of Great Falls, Montana. Later United States Senator. 


GIBSON, THEODORE, Great Falls; Mont. . (2. 2g 2m ee ee ee 


Son of Senator Paris Gibson. 


GOLLINGS, BILL, Sheridan, Wyo. 9) 2 7. 2 


Western painter and illustrator. 


GOODWIN, PHILIP R., Mamaroneck, N.Y. . ~) isl ig ct oe ope ERO, POON ECO wit 


Western illustrator. He and Charles M. Russell were friends through their art. 


HALL, H:.D. (Old Wagon), Cascade, Mont.. ©. 2) 2 so pie  e e 


Pioneer of Cascade, Montana, and intimate friend of Charles M. Russell from early range days. Dubbed 
“Old Wagon” because of always being broken down in some way. 


ETART, W.S., Nehall, Cal... 2. 92) 


Film star and producer. Known as “Two-Gun Bill.”” Westerner by birth. 


FIOBBINS, JAMES R., Butte, Mont. <4 7.7. 2 a 
Vice-President and General Manager of the Anaconda Copper Mining Company. 


HOLLAND,.E. I., Las:Angeles, Cal. 22 = 2 2 


Pioneer of Philipsburg and other early mining camps in Montana. 


JAMES, WILL, Prior, Wyo.7 . 4 2 Be 0 


Cowboy artist and author. James is of a younger generation and, being a cowboy and artist himself, naturally 
loved and venerated Charles M. Russell. 


JONES, RICHARD, Great Falls, Mont). §.) 5) ete ee 
Who stretched, boxed, and shipped practically all the canvases Charles M. Russell ever painted. 
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INEETON SLIENRY, oreamualis WiOUi~ =. . alee ee ste els 4 1TO2, 103 


Cowpuncher on the range with Charles M. Russell in the eighties. 


KELLY, DERNERS (deceased) Soreat Falls Mont: .-. .-. 2 . « )). 4 « 76,137 
Early day friend of Charles M. Russell. 


ISENDALL, SGT RAV PHeCalsary, Alta.,Canada .. 1...» ww hb 2. 8B 


For years member of the then Royal Northwest Mounted Police. 


EN OM Cr rod pris MNLONE crew Gt” cok ge oe oh ele, wee we, LEO 


One of Montana’s old-timers. 


ISRIEGHOFE AW, G--Enmaderpiia ta, * Gee ea sw: ww te 48, 82, 78, 70, 12d 


Portrait painter. 


LEwIs, MR. and Mrs. JOHN E., Columbia Falls, Mont. . . . 2x ee, LER 


Hotel man and Northwest fur trader. Owner of Lewis ae Hotel, Lake McDonald, 5 


ION Mis, CHARLES (deceased), LosAngeles,Cal. . 2 : « . 2 ss -. + 253 


Historian and founder of the Southwest Museum. The man whose influence put in motion the movement 
that preserved the missions and old landmarks over the entire Southwest country. 


MEACKAY, WWIALCOLMp-pEMCleWwOOG IN 5 6 2 eS eee ee oy ae 1S 


New York banker and financier. An intimate friend of Charles M. Russell and one of the first owners of 


a large collection of Charles M. Russell’s work. 


Pe eT nae ee el pce Ss Bhai. cami toni. 2 PRES 


Old time cowboy and rodeo star: specialty rope spinning. 


INEMIZLING HD, Colmmpiasr als myiont. =... jo) Guia. «aes ene + apoe oe gOp Ba 


Packer and a on Charles M. Russell’s hunts with Judge Bollinger and John Lewis. 


Pert CON  GillOvy tameee get ll, ne 42, AR. 90, 122, 122,120 1E6 


Intimate friend of Charles M. Russell. Cowpuncher on the range with him in the eighties and early nineties. 
Later, owned a ranch and cattle in partnership. 


MARANA. Peiiolivywooudre@al..., . 4% « = = » : « » « « 65; 68, 69, 96, 104 


Newspaperman. 


RINKER, ANDREW (deceased), Minneapolis, Minn. . . . . ..... . . 143 


City Engineer of Minneapolis and one of the first city engineers of Great Falls. 


POMGER CMA Ela evellverinis diel wy og et Os Ee ke ew RR 
(Himself), Lifelong friend of Charles M. Russell. 


SCHATZLEIN, CiARUEG Ute IONE g fle. et oh eo. = 43; Zl; 75) 79; 93; 143 


Art collector and decorator. 


PE ORDR [Ore sOULMMOLANve wo ee yds se cw, ws ws ow 28, O2, 72, ILI, 133 


Artist. 


Dat eNO MVelReeCacict hark. NIOMt, 2) ola a, © = > om we ek! ew BS 


Guide and dude wrangler. 
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SPECK, GEorGE, Great-Falls; Mont.) = 9) 920 tk ee OU 


One of Montana’s old-timers. 


STANFORD, HARRY, Kalispell Vionts 0c peso rn 


One time a member of the Royal Northwest Mounted Police and pioneer of the West. Now, a very fine 
taxidermist. 


SWEET, ENSIGN (deceased), Long Béachy@al.. seen Ot 


Pioneer in the cow business in Montana and a range rider with Charles M. Russell. 


THORNHILL, JIM, Prescott, Ariz. <uye cy ee eer 
An old friend of the cattle range days. 


TTHOROUGHMAN, Bos; Cascade, Mont." =) 2) epee EO 


One of the first men in Chestnut Valley, Montana, coming by wagon train from Missouri. 


Trice, A. J. (deceased), Great Falls; Mont. ". "53, 56; 57,03) 105.1 20.121.9125,120 


Pioneer of Great Falls. 


TricG, Miss JOSEPHINE; Great Falls) Mont. “929 er ee Osa 
Children’s Librarian. 


VAN -ORSDELL, REV. (deceased) 290 0c ote eo 


One of the first missionaries for the Methodist Church in Montana and later presiding elder of the Northwest 
district. Sang to pay his expenses up the Missouri River on a steamboat in the sixties. 


V AUGHN, ROBERT (deceased), Great Falls” Mont. "es 0 ree ee 


Pioneer and cattle man of Montana. 


WEADICK, GUY, Calgary, Alta, Canadare.) :) 0 ee Oot 7 en 


Manager of the annual Calgary Stampede, Canada’s greatest rodeo. 


WRIGHT, GEORGE, Westport, Conn) pe eee A) 


Artist and illustrator. 
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l AM awful glad that Mrs. Russell is allowing the Pub- 
lishers to put out a Book like this. It’s sorter like putting a name ona 
Tombstone: if you didn’t, nobody but the family would ever know who 
was buried there. If it wasn’t fora Book like this, Charlie Russell would 
just go down in history as an Artist,‘ The Great Cowboy Painter.” We 
that knew him would all pass by his grave and know that there was more 
buried there than just a Painter. But the outside world wouldn’t know 
it. They would be liable to figure him just “Another Artist.” But he wasn't 
just “Another Artist.” He wasn’t “just another” anything. In nothing 
that he ever did was he “just another.” I always felt that all that Painting 
gag was just a sort of a sideline with Charlie. I don’t know that there is 
any grounds or foundation, but most of us come to think of an “Artist” 
of any line as a sort of half-breed Nut. We figure that if you took their 
“Art” away from ’em they would be pretty naked. In other words, every 
time we meet one of ’em in any line of Art he might be dealing in, we 
want to either hear him play his fiddle, or sing us a Song, or hand him 
his brush and tell him to start painting. But with old Charlie, if he had 
quit talking to you and started painting, you would-a got sore. It wasn’t 
what you wanted. What you wanted was to hear him talk, or read what 
he said. He could paint you a Picture,and send you a letter with it, and 


you would value the letter more than you would the picture. Why, 
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Charlie didn’t have a single earmark on him that we associate with the 
“Artist.” Why he could #4 twice as straight as he could draw a line 
with a brush. He was a Philosopher. He was a great Humorist. He had 
a great underlying spiritual feeling, not the ordinary customs and habits 
that are supposed to mark, ‘What the well-dressed Christian is wearing 
this season,” but a great sympathy and understanding for the man of the 
world, be he “Injun” or White. I don’t know what religious outfit he 
sorter leaned to, if any of the present organized and chartered ones. But 
he sure had him one, and that was a belief in somebody or something, 
and that somebody or something was the one that he was going to leave 
to judge his fellow man,—he didn’t believe that he was called on to doit 
himself. He was Cowboy enough to know that the final roundup ain’t on 
this range, and you are not “parted” and classified by any other Humans. 
One Steer don’t cut out another one and decide what market he will be 
shipped to. That’s done by a man, or somebody of an entirely different 
race from cattle. And that’s the way Charlie figured us. No other human 
ain’t going to tell us where we are headed for. He would have been a 
Great Teacher,—I wanted to say Preacher, but I wouldn’t a called him 
that because they feel called on to advise and regulate, and Charlie didn’t. 
He believed in “Letting alone” and figuring it out for yourself, and 
when you got it figured out, it wasn’t necessary to announce “how you 
had figured it out.” He kinder figured that “Reforming” comes from a 
conscience, and not from advice. His belief was peace and contentment, 
let everybody go their own way, live their own lives, so long, of course, 
as it didn’t trespass the rights of others. He wanted to see an “Injun” 
let alone. He believed that he was as happy, and as great a contribution 


to mankind, on a Pony as he is in a Ford. He believed that an “Injun” 


living off the wild game of the Plains, and the fishes of the streams, and 
taking nothing from his fellow man, demanding no changes, might, if his 
example was followed, lead toa life of peace and contentment as bene- 
ficial as if you followed in the footsteps of a Wall Street broker. He had 
lived and associated with the Indians, and he knew that if you talked 
with awise old Indian you would receive more real philosophy and knowl- 
edge than you could attending 3 2 Chamber of Commerce, Rotary, and 
Kiwanis Luncheons. He didn’t believe that everything New was neces- 
sarily “Progress.” He didn’t think because we are going in Debt, that we 
are going ahead. He didn’t think a “paved” street madea better Town. 
He knew that it only made a more comfortable town for an Automo- 
bilist to ride in. I doubt if he thought a round or two of Cocktails served 
to your Guestsin yourown home was any great improvement over going 
into the Silver Dollar and having a couple and not breaking any law. 

He loved Nature,—everything he painted God had made. He didn’t 
monkey away much timewith the things that Man had made. He would 
rather paint a naked Indian than a fully clothed white man. 

In people, he loved Human Nature. In stories, he loved Human 
interest. He ought to have been a Doctor. He wouldn't have had to use 
an Xray. He studied you from the inside out. Your outside never inter- 
ested him. You never saw one of his paintings that you couldn’t tell just 
what the Indian, the Horse and the Buffalo were thinking about. 

It he had devoted the same time to writing that he had to his brush, 
he would have left a tremendous impression in that line. It’s cropping 
out in every letter, in every line, his original observations, original ways 
of expressing them. He was a great story-teller. Bret Hart, Mark 


Twain or any of our old traditions couldn’t paint a word picture with 
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the originality that Charlie could. He could take a short little yarn and 
make a production out of it. What a public entertainer he would have 
made. So few writers can tell their stuff. You are going to get a lot of it 
in these letters. Read between the lines. Don’t just glance over the bare 
words. It’s like his Pictures. He never painted a Picture that you couldn’t 
look closely and find some little concealed humor in it. And that’s the 
way with these, every line has something more than appears on the 
bare paper. 

It’s hard for any man to tell what we did lose when we lost this 
fellow. No man, in my little experience, ever combined as many really 
unusual traits,and all based on One—Just Human. No conceit—You 
won't find a line or a spoken word ever uttered by him that would lead 
you to believe he had ever done anything that was the least bit out of 
the ordinary. You won't find a line of malice, hatred or envy (I haven't, 
as I write this, seen all the letters and contents of this book, but I just 
know it ain’t there, for it wasn’t in him). He had it in for Nobody. 

I think every one of us that had the pleasure of knowing him is just 
a little better by having done so, and I hope everybody that reads some 
of his thoughts here will get a little aid in life’s journey by seeing how 
it’s possible to go through life living and let live. Henot only left us great 
living Pictures of what our West was, but he left us an example of how 
to live in friendship with all mankind. A Real Downright, Honest to 
God, Human Being. 


WILL ROGERS. 


BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE 


Cua RLIE RUSSELL was what they calla good mixer. The gay 
times he was having in the big town interfered with his work, so in October, 1895, he 
decided to visit a friend in Cascade and fill some orders for pictures. 

There was great excitement at the Roberts’ home, where I lived, as a distinguished 
guest was expected. Charlie Russell, the cowboy artist, was coming for a visit. He knew 
a great deal about Indians, cowboys, and the Wild West. The Robertses had known him 
since he landed in Helena in 1880. 

Just about supper-time, there was a jingle of spur-rowels on the back steps; then, 
Mr. Roberts brought his cowboy friend into the kitchen, where Mrs. Roberts and | 
were getting the supper on the table. 

Charlie and I were introduced. The picture that is engraved on my memory of 
him is of a man a little above average height and weight, wearing a soft shirt, a Stet- 
son hat on the back of his blonde head, tight trousers, held up by a “half-breed sash” 
that clung just above the hip bones, high-heeled riding boots on very small, arched 
feet. His face was Indian-like, square jaw and chin, large mouth, tightly closed firm 
lips, the under protruding slightly beyond the short upper, straight nose, high cheek 
bones, gray-blue deep-set eyes that seemed to see everything, but with an expression 
of honesty and understanding. He could not see wrong in anybody. He never believed 
any one did a bad act intentionally; it was always an accident. His hands were good- 
sized, perfectly shaped, with long, slender fingers. He loved jewelry and always wore 
three or four rings. They would not have been Charlie’s hands any other way. Everyone 
noticed his hands, but it was not the rings that attracted, but the artistic, sensitive 
hands that had great strength and charm. When he talked, he used them a lot to 
emphasize what he was saying, much as an Indian would do. 

Charlie was born in St. Louis, Missouri, on March 1gth, 1864. As a small boy, 
he loved to hear about the pioneer life that had broken through and was supplanting 


the frontier with man-made civilization. He was interested in the stories of the fur and 
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Indian traders and the outfitting of boats that crawled up the Missouri River to Fort 
Benton, Montana. The levees of his home town had an irresistible fascination for the 
lad and he planned to run away and turn Indian fighter. School had no charm for him. 
He played hookey and the hours he should have been in school, he spent at the river 
front watching and talking with all sorts of men, unconsciously starting to build the 
foundation for his life work. | 

After several unsuccessful attempts to get West, he was sent to a military school at 
Burlington, New Jersey. He was made to walk guard for hours because book study 
was not in his mind. He would draw Indians, horses, or animals for any boy who would 
do his arithmetic in exchange. He loved American history, especially that of the coun- 
try west of the Mississippi River. The teachers gave him up because he could not be 
made to study books--but pioneer life--yes, it was absorbed wherever he touched it, and 
made such an impression that it never left him. 

When the military school failed to hold him or teach him application, he returned 
home. His father decided to try another way, so one day he said, ““Would you like to go 
West, Charles? A gentleman I know is going to Montana and I was thinking of letting 
you go with him. You will stay but a few weeks, I imagine, until you will be glad to 
get back home and then go to work in school.” 

So, early in March, just before Charlie’s sixteenth birthday, he started with Pike 
Miller by way of the Utah Northern Railroad and stage coach to Helena, Montana. 

When they arrived there, the streets were lined with freight outfits. He saw bull 
teams, with their dusty whackers, swinging sixteen-foot lashes with rifle-like reports 
over seven or eight yoke teams; their string of talk profane and hide-blistering as their 
whips, but understood by every bull, mule-skinner, or jerk-line man. The jerk-line 
man would be astride the saddled nigh-wheeler, jerking the line that led to the little 
span of leaders. These teams were sometimes horses and sometimes mules, and twelve 
to fourteen span to a team, often pulling three wagons chained together, all handled 
by one line. 

It was also ration-time for the Indians in that section, so the red men were stand- 
ing or riding in that quiet way of theirs, all wearing skin leggings and robes. They did 
not have civilized clothes. The picturesqueness of it all filled the heart and soul of this 
youthful traveler and he knew that he had found his country, the place he would make 
his home; but he did not know what a great part he was to take in recording its history 
for the coming generations. 
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In Helena, Mr. Miller outfitted, buying a wagon and four horses, two of them 
being Charlie’s. With their load of grub, they pulled for the Judith Basin country, 
where Miller had a sheep ranch. The wagon trails were very dim and rough and they 
had a hard time crossing the Crazy Mountains, as one of their horses played out. But they 
did arrive—a very weary outfit. Charlie said that that trip settled it with him so far as 
driving a team and wagon was concerned. Thereafter, pack and saddle horses were his 
favorite way of traveling and he never changed. He often said to me, “You can have a 
car, but I'll stick to the hoss; we understan’ each other better.” 

He did not stay with Miller but a few weeks, as the sheep and Charlie did not get 
along at all well. When they split up, Charlie didn’t think Miller missed him much, as 
he was considered pretty “‘ornery.” 

He took his two horses and went to a stage station where he had heard they needed 
a stock-herder, but word of his dislike for the sheep job had gotten there ahead of him 
and they were not willing to trust their horses with him, so he did not get the job. 

Leading his pack horse and carrying a very light bed, Charlie pulled out for the 
Judith River, where he made camp and picketed his horses. He had a lot of thinking to 
do. As he unrolled and started to make his bed, a man’s voice from out of the shadows 
said, “Hello, Kid! What are you doing here?” 

Half scared, he turned to find a stranger sizing him up. 

“Camping,” he answered. 

“Where’s your grub?” the stranger inquired. 

“Haven't any.” 

“Where you going?” 

“To find a job.” 

“Where you from?” 

On being told, he said, “You better come over and camp with me; I got a lot of elk 
meat, beans and coffee. That ought to feel pretty good to the inside of a kid like you.” 

So Charlie threw in with him. The man was Jake Hoover, hunter and trapper, 
and a lifelong friend to the boy he met there on the trail. Hoover’s manner of life 
suited young Russell, who longed for the open country and its native people. 

Jake advised him to get rid of his horses, as they were big team horses and one a 
mare. Jake said this country was no place for a lady-horse; if she took a notion, she 
would leave and take every other horse with her. 


In a few days, he met a bunch of Piegan Indians and traded for two smaller horses, 
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one a pinto, that he named “Monte.” They were kids together and, when Monte died 
in 1904, Charlie had ridden and packed him thousands of miles. They were always 
together and people who knew one, knew the other. They didn’t exactly talk, but 
they sure savied each other. 

Charlie lived with Jake about two years. They had six horses; a saddle horse 
apiece and pack animals. They hunted and trapped, selling bear, deer and elk meat to 
the settlers, and sending the furs and pelts which they got in to Fort Benton to trade. 

In the Spring of 1881, Charlie’s father sent him money to come home. To acknowl- 
edge it, Charlie wrote a letter in which he said, “Thanks for the money, which I am 
returning. I can’t use it, but some day I will make enough; then I will come home to 
see you folks.” 

By the Spring of 1882, he had saved enough to return to St. Louis, where he 
stayed about four weeks. He could not resist the call to Montana, so he came back with a 
cousin, Jim Fulkerson, who died of mountain fever at Billings two weeks after they 
arrived. 

Again alone, with four bits in his pocket and 200 miles between him and Hoover, 
things looked mighty rocky. He struck a fellow he knew and borrowed a horse and sad- 
dle from him until he could get to his own; then, started for the Judith Basin country. 

There was still a little snow, as it was early in April, but after riding about fifteen 
miles, he struck a cow outfit, coming in to receive a thousand dogies for the Twelve 
Z and V outfit up in the Basin. The boss, John Cabler, hired him to night-wrangle horses. 
They were about a month on the trail and turned loose at Ross Fork, where they were 
met by the Judith roundup. 

Charlie was getting back to Hoover and the country he knew, but he’d had a taste 
of the cow business and wanted more. The Judith roundup foreman had just fired his 
night-herder and Cabler gave him a good recommend, so he took the herd. Charlie 
said it was a lucky thing no one knew him, or he never would have gotten the job. 

When old man True asked who he was, Ed Older said, “I think it’s ‘Kid’ Russell.” 

““Who’s Kid Russell?” 

“Why,” said Ed, “it’s the Kid that drew S. S. Hobson’s ranch so real.” 

“Well,” says True, “if that’s ‘Buckskin Kid,’ I’m bettin’ we’ll be afoot in the 
morning.” 

So you see the kind of a reputation he had. He was spoken of as “that ornery Kid 
Russell,” but not among cow men. He held their bunch and at that time they had 
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about four hundred saddle horses. That same Fall, old man True hired him to night- 
herd beef and for the most part of eleven years, as he says, he sang to their horses and 
cattle. 

In the Winter of 1886, there was a bunch wintering at the O H Ranch. They 
had pretty nice weather till Christmas. When the snow came, there was two feet on 
the level. The stage line had to have men stick willows in the snow so they would know 
where the road was. Those willows, on parts of the road, were standing in May. 

There was good grass in the Fall. The country was all open—no fences. The horses 
went through the Winter, fat, since they could paw, breaking the snow’s crust and 
getting through to grass. A cow won’t; they are not rustlers. They would go in the brush, 
hump up and die; so the wolves fattened on the cattle. 

Charlie was living at the ranch. There were several men there and among them 
was Jesse Phillips, the owner of the O H. One night, Jesse had a letter from Louie 
Kaufman, one of the biggest cattlemen in the country, who lived in Helena. Louie 
wanted to know how the cattle were doing. Jesse said, “I must write a letter and tell 
Louie how tough it is.” Charlie was sitting at the table with Jesse and said, “I’l] make 
a sketch to go with it.” So he made a little watercolor about the size of a postcard and 
said to Jesse, ““Put that in your letter.” 

Jesse looked at it and said, “Hell, Louie don’t need a letter; that will be enough.” 

The cow in the picture was a Bar R cow, one of Kaufman’s brand. On the picture 
Charlie wrote, “Waiting for a Chinook and nothing else.’” 

That little watercolor drawing made Charlie famous among stockmen and was 
the wedge which opened up the field of history in this part of the West for him. He 
still did not know he was about to graduate from this School of Nature, to take up his 
life work. 

In 1888, he went to the then Northwest Territory and stayed about six months 
with the Blood Indians. They are one branch of the Blackfeet tribes. He became a great 
friend of a young Indian, named “Sleeping Thunder.” Through their friendship, the 
older men of the tribe grew to know Charlie and wanted him to marry one of their 
women and become one of them. The Red Men of our Northwest love and think of 
Charlie as a kind of medicine man because he could draw them and their life so well. 

He learned to speak Piegan a little but could use the sign language well enough 
to get along anywhere with any tribe of the plains that he ever met, as the sign talk is 


universal among the American Plains Indians. Whether with white man or red, with 
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a lump of wax or a few tubes of paint, he drew, painted and modelled, all his spare time, 
just for the satisfaction of recording what he saw and to entertain his friends. Still, he 
did not dream of the great work ahead of him. 

In the Spring of 1889, he went back to Judith to his old job of wrangling. The 
captain was Horace Brewster, the same man who had hired him in 1882, on Ross Fork. 
All these years there had been the mixing with, studying the habits of, and drawing 
all the different types of men and animal life. 

Living with a trapper, he got close to the hearts of the wild animals. He saw them 
in their own country; got to know their habits. Knew them with their young and saw 
their struggle against their enemies, especially Man. 

But the West was changing. Stage coaches and steamboats carried the white people 
west, while the freighters with bull, mule and horse teams, played their great part in 
bringing what we call civilization to this Northwest country. 

Charlie was here to see the change. He did not like the new; so started to record 
the old in ink, paint and clay. He liked the old ways best. He was a child of the West 
before wire or rail spanned it; now, civilization choked him. Even in 1889, when the 
Judith country was becoming well settled and the sheep had the range, he resented the 
change and followed the cattle north to the Milk River, trying to stay in an open range 
country. 

In the Fall of 1891, he received a letter from Charlie Green, a gambler, better 
known as “Pretty Charlie,” who was in Great Falls, saying that if he would come to 
that camp, he could make $75.00 a month and grub. It looked good, so Charlie sad- 
dled his gray, packed Monte, the pinto, and took the trail. When he arrived, Green 
introduced him to Mr. K., who pulled out a contract as long as a stake rope, for him 
to sign. 

Everything he modelled or painted for one year was to be Mr. K.’s. Charlie balked. 
Then K. wanted him to paint from early morning until six at night, but Charlie argued 
there was some difference in painting and sawing wood. So they split up and Charlie 
went to work for himself. He joined a bunch of cowpunchers, a round-up cook and a 
prizefighter out of work. They rented a shack on the south side. The feed was very 
short at times but they wintered. 

Next Spring, he went back to Milk River and once more lived the range life. But 
it had changed. That Autumn, he returned to Great Falls, took up the paint brush and 


never rode the range again. 
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We met in October, 1895, and were married in September, 1896. With $75.00, 
we furnished a one room shack there in Cascade, where we lived one year. There was 
little chance to get orders for pictures in such a small town, so we moved to Great Falls, 
where Charlie could meet a few travelers and get an occasional order. 

Charles Schatzlein, of Butte, Montana, was one good friend. He had an art store, 
and gave Charlie a good many orders, making it possible for us to pay our house rent 
and feed, but, as Charlie said, “The grass wasn’t so good.” 

One time, Mr. Schatzlein came to visit us. 

“Do you know, Russell,” he said, “you don’t ask enough for your pictures. That 
last bunch you sent me, I sold one for enough to pay for six. I am paying you your 
price, but it’s not enough. I think your wife should take hold of that end of the game 
and help you out.” 

From that time, the prices of Charlie’s work began to advance until it was pos- 
sible to live a little more comfortably. 

In 1900, Charlie got a small legacy from his mother, which was the nest egg that 
started the home we live in. After the cottage home was finished and furnished, Charlie 
said, “I want a log studio some day, just a cabin like I used to live in.” 

That year, 1903, the studio was built on the lot adjoining the house. Charlie did 
not like the mess of building so he took no more than a mild interest in the prepara- 
tions. Then, one day, a neighbor said, “What are you doing at your place, Russell, 
building a corral?” . 

That settled it. Charlie just thought the neighbors didn’t want the cabin mixed 
in with the civilized dwellings and felt sure they would get up a petition to prevent 
our building anything so unsightly as a log house in their midst. But way down in his 
heart, he wanted that studio. It was the right kind of a work-shop for him, but he was 
worried at what he thought the neighbors would say, so said he would have nothing 
to do with it. 

He made no further comment, nor did he go near it until one evening, Mr. Trigg, 
one of our dearest friends, came over and said, “Say, son, let’s go see the new studio. 
That big stone fireplace looks good to me from the outside. Show me what it’s like 
from the inside.” 

Charlie looked at me kind of queer. The supper dishes had to be washed. That 
was my job just then, so Charlie took Mr. Trigg out to see his new studio that he had 


not been in. When they came back into the house, the dishes were all put away. 


Charlie was saying, ““That’s going to be a good shack for me. The bunch can come 
visit, talk and smoke, while I paint.” 

From that day to the end of his life he loved that telephone pole building more 
than any other place on earth and never finished a painting anywhere else. The walls 
were hung with all kinds of things given him by Indian friends, and his horse jewelry, 
as he called it, that had been accumulated on the range, was as precious to him as a 
girl’s jewel box to her. 

One of Charlie’s great joys was to give suppers cooked over the fire, using a Dutch 
oven and frying pan, doing all the cooking himself. The invited guests were not to 
come near until the food was ready. There was usually bachelor bread, boiled beans, 
fried bacon, or if it was Fall, maybe deer meat, and coffee; the dessert must be dried 
apples. A flour sack was tucked in his sash for an apron and, as he worked, the great 
beads of perspiration would gather and roll down his face and neck. 

When it was ready, with a big smile, he would step to the door with the gladdest 
call the oldtime roundup cook could give—“Come and get it!” 

There was a joyous light in his eyes when anyone said the bread was good, or 
asked for a second helping of anything. When no more could be eaten, he would say, 
“Sure you got enough; lots of grub here.” 

Then the coffee pot would be pushed to one side, frying pan and Dutch oven pulled | 
away from the fire, and Charlie would get the “makins.” Sitting on his heels among 
us, he would roll a cigarette with those long, slender fingers, light it, and in the smoke, 
drift back in his talk to times when there were very few, if any, white women in Mon- 
tana. It was Nature’s country. If that cabin could only tell what those log walls have 
heard! 

The world knows‘about his paintings and modelling, but his illustrated letters are 
novel because of his spelling and lack of book learning. The perfection of his humor 
is not of books, hut comes direct from the life in the West that he lived and loved. 

The State University of Montana is not prodigal in giving honors, but Charlie 
justified himself as the greatest student and teacher of the West in his time and so won 
the fourth honorary degree of Doctor of Laws ever given by that University. Charlie 
said, ‘“Nature has been my teacher; I’ll leave it to you whether she was a good one 
of note’ 

It will be next to impossible in a few years for anyone to recall what he said, so this 


book is gotten together that the many may know Charlie and his philosophy through 
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his letters, as do the few who have received them. To those who have been kind enough 
to loan their letters for this purpose, I express my sincere thanks and appreciation. I am 
sure they will be glad to have participated in this effort to leave as a permanent record 


this memorial of the love of a great man for a big country and its people. 
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Publisher's Note: In the general make-up of this book the publishers have constantly 
kept before them the desirability of reproducing the letters of Charles M. Russell, 
both pictures and text, as nearly as possible in the identical manner in which they were 
written. Mr. Russell’s own spelling, punctuation, and spacing have been followed in 
cases where the letters have been reproduced in type. To have prettified his text for 
typographical reasons would have destroyed much of the charm of the book and much 
of its historical authenticity. As nearly as possible the reproduction gives us the man 
and the artist who was so well loved by people who know and understand the old West. 

In order to give a wide selection of letters and as many of the illustrations as pos- 
sible, it has been necessary to delete lines or paragraphs from the letters here and there. 
This has been a matter of keen regret to the publishers. All deletions are indicated by 
ellipses. 

The letters are not published in chronological order for reasons connected with 
the technical reproduction. As a whole the effort has been to give a pleasing relation- 
ship between color and text. Where the date of the letter appears on the picture it is 
not repeated in the printed text, but wherever a date appeared on the original letter 
it is reproduced in one place or the other. Some of the letters were not dated at all and 
consequently bear no dates in the book. 

~ The only places where Mr. Russell’s original spelling has not been carried out 
are a few instances of obvious slips of the pen where the intention of the writer 
would be obscured by a too faithful reproduction of the letter. Typographical con- 
sistency has been sacrificed wherever by so doing a clearer picture of Charlie Russell 


could shine through these pages to the reader. 
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WuHere Tracxs SPELL WAR OR MEAT 


Nature taught her child 
To read, to write and spell, 
And with her books before him 


He reads his lesson well. 


Each day is but a page 
His God, the sun, has turned. 
Each year, a chapter nature taught 
Her child has read and learned. 


A broken twig, a stone is turned 
Disturbed by passing feet 
His savage eye has caught it all 


For tracks spell war or meat. 


Nature holds his Bible 
With pages open wide, 
He questions not her miracles 


Tis done; he’s satisfied. 


He loves his mother country 
Where all her creatures trod, 
Yet he is called a heathen 
Who has always lived with God. 


Courtesy of Dr. Philip G. Cole. This poem was written by Mr. Russell to go 
with the picture of the same title, which is here reproduced as endpapers. 
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Friend Joe 

I have received sevral letters from you so I 
will answer the last one Mame told about the 
talk she had with you over the fone but long range 
talks are like letters not like the real thing 

Im sorry to here that old man Cross is sick 
and hope by this time hes all right. 

I got a letter from Krieg a long time ago, 
but have not answered it yet Im mighty slow 
coming across with letters but it aint becaus I dont 
think of my Friends you know that Joe 

We went to Arizona since I saw you on a 
trip with the Eaton party I saw a fiew folks like 
the above sketch It is a great country wild and 
makes good picture stuff. the Indians are not as 
good as there northern brothers eather in looks 
ore dress but a bunch of Navajoes mounted in there 


country of red sand makes a good picture and for 


a man who likes mountians and Indians I know 
no better country 

I was up to see Frank Linderman last fall he has built a big cabon on Flat 
Head lake and is living there with his family Its about fifteen miles above Summers 
it is a bautiful place when I was there the cabon was not finished so frank and I] 
camped in a loge and we shure had a good time. 

Now joe if the three Scheuerleys do come west dont forget our camp the lach 
strings out Percy Rabon was just here and sends his regards I wish you could see 
our boy jack hes 17 months old he runs all over the place now and it keeps both 
of us buisy hearding him he has a language of his own that we don’t savy. 

This is a long letter for me so I guess Il close with best whishes from Nancy 


and I to the three of you 
Your Friend 


C M Russell 
Miss Josephine and Mrs Trigg send regards 
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March 19 1920 


Friend Theo 

Im down here in what is called by some the worlds pick nick ground and I 
think thats a good name caus theyv shure picked a nick in my bank role 

Early history says this country was the home range of the hold up till the law 
makers came and hung up a bounty for the head ore scalp of all gents of the road 
when they opened the law on road agents and put on a bounty everybody quit min- 
ing and went hunting and for many years Califonia was smoky and in actions resem- 
bled Bill Harts pictures the Digger Injun lived in caves and fed on roots and acorns 
this vegitaron grazing made him non war like and pease loving so they dident take 
sides in aney of the killings Spaniard Mexicen ore Yankee all looked alike and was 
much easier to get along with after they quit breathing so they just sat at the mouth 
of thair caves and wached thair gold loving brothers exturmanate one an other The 
hold ups were in the megority so at the cleanup there wasent enough reformers left 
to start aneything so the Diggers lived in safety for quite awhile all this happened 
long ago the Bandits who wached the roads like the Digger have gon But history 
repeats the Digger has not returned but the hold up is here his work is not as 
corse as it was_ In days gon by he had a good horse under him and went heeled to 


the teeth if he lived long it was because his guns were faster and shurer than those 
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of the law his home was aney where he unsaddled his horse _ this kind only lives 
in history but right now maby its his ofspring  thair lives in Califonia a hold up 
man that makes his Great Grand Dad look like a watermelon theif This gent rides 
a Pierce Arrow ore some other wagon that causts more than 500 head of the mistang 
breed his Great Grand Dad rode This new hold up dont have to sit up nights and 
wach the roads and trails he owns a hotel a restraunt or a bunch of bungiloos __ in 
these he traps and skins the tourist. To steal is to take when thairs no one looking 
of corse the Califonian dont do that he stands in front of you when he takes your role 
and thairs no law agin it. but law haschanged in early days they hung ore shot his 
Great Grand Dad for the same kind of worke 

Theo if you ore aney of your friends ever come down to this Pick nick, bring 
one of them roles with a rubber band on it the kind that would choke a cow Stay 
a month and Im betting you wont need arubber right now what I got left wouldent 
choak a chick a dee 

with best whishes to you and yours 

Your friend 


CM Russell 
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Friend Guy 

I received your postal and letter an was glad to here from you 

You were so bussy when I left I did not get to thank you for the good time we 
had at the Stampede 

I came west 31 years ago at that time baring the Indians an a fiew scaterd 
whites the country belonged to God _ but now the real estate man an nester have got 
moste of it grass side down an most of the cows that are left feed on shuger beet pulp 
but thank God I was here first an in my time Iv seen som roping an riding but never 
before have I seen so much of it bunched as I did at Calgary Ive seen som good 
wild west showes but I wouldent call what you pulled off a show. it was the real thing 
an a whole lot of it 

those horses judging from the way they unloded them twisters wasent broke for 


grandmas pheaton, they were shure snakey an your cattel dident act like dary stock 


30 


to me_ I dont think aney I saw had been handled by milk maids they were shure 
a supprise to those old cow poneys that had been running short horns all there life. 
It wasent hardly fair to spring a gray hound waring hornes an Guy football ain’t so 
gentel—the bull ring an prise fighting is som rough but bull doging those long horns 
makes all other dangerous sports look like nursery games 

I am not alone in my praise of the Stampede _ there are other men better judges 
than myself make the same talk. 

With best whishes from 

my wife and I 


to you and yours 


your friend 


CM Russell 
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Nove 26 
1925 
Ralf Budd 
Dear Mr. Budd 
this is Thanksgiving day an Im thanking you for the good time you gave us 
last summer 
turkey is the emblem of this day and it should be in the east but the west owes 
nothing to that bird but it owes much to the humped backed beef in the sketch above 
the Rocky mountians would have been hard to reach with out him 
he fed the explorer the great fur trade wagon tranes felt safe when they reached 
his range 
he fed the men that layed the first ties across this great west Thair is no day 
set aside where he is an emblem 
the nickle weares his picture dam small money for so much meat he was one 
of natures bigest gift and this country owes him thanks 
the picture you sent a photo of that I painted was made a long time ago It 
was made to reprsent Fater DeSmit on the Missouri River 
hoping you and yours are all well Iam 


your friend 


C. M. Russell 


Mrs. R sends best regards 
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Friend Bill 


I am sending you the long promised sketch it represents an old time cow dog 
mounted on a bronk 

In this day of fancy roaping the trick hes turning aint so much. but I remem- 
ber when a hand that could do this from the top of a stiff necked bronk was not 
classed with punkin rollers . 

My wife got a letter from your best half asking us to come and camp with you 
all we both thank you verry much but we wont worke your range this year wev 
got a six months old boy at our camp and we think hes a little young for trail work 
so we are going to class herd hima while ‘The Stork dident bring him _ he had 
been on earth about three moons when he was thrown in my cut but hes waring my 
Iron now and I hope nobody ever vents it 

now Bill if you ore your folks ever drift this way dont forgit my camp theres 


grub and blankets for you and yors aney time with best whishes to you all from 


us both 
your friend 


CM Russell 
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Friend Sweet 
I am returning the tin tipe an I guess you think its about time. I had a good 


copy made of it which I will al ways keep it shure brings back the old days an that 
trip to White Sulpher over the south fork trail 

If I rember right I was gide but failed an lost the blaze you run out of Climax 
an was forsed to chew Durham but we made up for lost time when we reached the 
Burg 

with best whishes to your self and Wife an all old timers 

Your friend 
CM Russell 
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yds ‘ Feb 8th 
1923 
Richard Jones 
Friend Dick 
You will see by the sketch I am among the palms and flowers but Im still 
packing coal sun shine in this country is like near beer it looks good thatsall in 
most countrys flowers and palm trees mean warmth but that dont gohere Aney 


thing that grows here would thrive aney where in Glacier Park 


tell Bull Trout thairs lots of fishing here from shark to smelt the ocion aint 
fifty yards from my door Frank Linderman and me are going clam fishing ina fiew 
days Frank lives next door we get these with a shovel and working around a 
furnis so many years Im shure handy with that tool When they fish with a shovel 
its a sinch I] bring back the goods Dick I would like to step in to the Como right 
now give my regards to the bunch including the young lady 

best whishes to you and yours 

Your friend 

If you have time tell me the news. CM Russell 
Address 509 East Cabrillo Boulevard Santa barbara 
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IMany Thanks Wwe ave at 
crer here Fevends 


Edward Borein 
Frend Ed 


I got your card telling of your tye up. 


Im glad your necked. 

its the onley way to hold a bunch quitter, animals are easier found in pairs than 
alone. 

A he bear has no home till he ties to a lady. 

The wolf is a drifter untill the she one of his kind shows him the cave under the 
rim rock, 

The mules in the pack trane would leave the trail and scatter, but thairs a dif- 
fernt shaped track in the trail ahead. 

its the hoof marks of the lady hoss that leads her long eared lovers to camp. 

Im hoping the tie rope will never choke ore brake. 


Your friend 
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an AS, + : Great Falls Mont 
Friend Ted May 13 1919 


I got the picture and letter both the 9th and you and your old hoss will deck 
the walls of my shack always and when ever I look at the picture my memory will 
drift back over trails long since plowed under by the nester to days when a pair of 
horse ranglers sat in the shaddoes of thair horses and wached the grasing bunches 
of cyuses these cyuses had all heard the fiddle mouth harp and the maney songs sung 
by thair riders even the war drum of the red men was no novelty to them __ but 
the day I speak of it was different every hoss with head up and ears straightened 
listened for one of the ranglers was a musician . . . 

I remember one day we were looking at buffalo carcus and you said Russ I wish 
I was a Sioux Injun a hundred years ago and I said me to Ted thairs a pair of us 

I have often made that wish since an if the buffalo would come back tomorrow 
I wouldent be slow shedding to a brich clout and youd trade that three duce ranch 
for a buffalo hoss and a pair ear rings like many I know, your all Injun under the 
hide and its a sinch you wouldent get home sick in a skin lodge 

Old Ma Nature was kind to her red children and the old time cow puncher 


was her adopted son ... 


Your friend 


CM Russell 
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There was a Twister at Haver! that 
hung up a bet of fifty Dollars that hed 
ride a certain hoss and fan him with his 
hat. He might of faned him but he lost 
his hat an then got off to look for it. 
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yr Oct 31 1917 
Friend Con 

I got your letter and was glad to here from you Im sorry you have been sick 
I hadent heard aney thing about it till I heard from you 

in your letter you said you guessed the old timers were getting scarce up here 
you were right there’s a lot of them chashed in latly with in the last six months 
Trigg, John Mathison and Dinny Dolan all good old friends 

judging by the number thats snuffed out in the last fiew years that trail is well 
broke and plane across the big devide it aint had much chance to grass over 

I was down at Haver last 4th of July and saw quite a nomber of our old friends 
Bob Stewart, K Lowrie, Bill. Mackdonna, Morman Zack Larson, Babe and Oliver 
Tingly, Cal Shuler, Charlie Mud, Humpy Jack Davis, Bob Malone and a fiew others 
Kid Price wasent thair they say he aint verry well from what I here he leans to 
much on the bar he still eatis that old joy juice the same old kinde that Bill Noris 


ust to make three swollers and the Missouria looked lik Dog Creek it was good 
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‘Haver refers to Havre, Montana, never by any chance called other than Haver in Montana. 
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stuff to swim cattle with but when used more than a week steady its liable to bring 
mooving pictures the kind that nobodys stuck to see 

They pulled a riding and roping contest at Haver and some of it was good old 
K Lowery said they was good riders all right but if theyd give him an ax and let him 
chop them nobs off thair saddle forks he dident think theyd stay so long 


mos of our old cow puncher friends have got big famlies of groun up kids an 
when I look at them it makes me feel like Grand Pa 


maby you dont know it Con but we got a boy at our house now he wasa little 
two months slick ere when we put our iron on him hes a yearling past now and 
wer shure stuck on him his name is Jack and he reminds me of Leslie when he 
was a baby 

well Con I colose for this time with best whishes to the three of you from 
us both 

Your friend 
CM Russell 
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Friend Bill:: 

I received your letter; allso headdress and Mame got the spoon and we both 
send thanks. 

We all had a good Christmas; got lots of gifts and we would have enjoyed hav- 
ing you here. You were so long coming a cross with your answer that I begin to 
think you had crossed the big creek an throwed in with your Duch relations agin 
them frog and beef eaters. That namesake of yours is sure a ware like proposition. 

Young Boy and Little Bear were here the other day and wanted to know all 
about the ware. Little Bear seemed quite pleeased to hear that boath sides were 
whites and when I said that there had been over a million killed, a broad smile 
covered his kindly face. No doubt, he would have liked to have been thair at the 
hair gathering; especuly, the English killed. Thair’s nothing he likes about an Eng- 
lishman but his hair. In old days, his Gran Dad used it to trim leggins with it and 
what was good enough for that old man looks good to his grand son and I don’t 
doubt but that Little Bear has some of these souvaniers hid away that he gathered 
douring the Real War in Canada.... 

Well, Bill, I’] close for this time, hoping you and Julia a Happy New Year. 
Mame is in on this hoping. 

Your friend 


1Letter not dated. Written during the Great War. C. M. Russell 
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Ed Neitsling November 14 


3 
Friend Ed_ I got the meat all right and its fine and I thank you verry much 


I lost out on a hunting party its the first fall Iv missed a hunt for many years but I 
hope we will goagainsome time Iam better but am still using four legs the frunt 
ones are wooden 
give my regards to all Friends 
with thanks and best whishes to you 
your friend 
C M Russell 
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GREAT FALLS, MONTANA 
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Apral 4 1922 

Georg Calvert 

Friend Georg we were all glad to here from you Frank Linderman and | 
went fishing the other day the Ocean was pulling what the sea folks call a ground 
swell it was the swellist thing Iv been to in California Bill Hall and his quartett 
usto sing rocked in the cradel of the deep calm and peacefull is my sleep I was rocked 
all right but I wasent calm inside ore out and I dident sleep Bills song was all right 
an it sounded good floating over the mohoginy about a thousand miles from salt water 
if I remember right I usto get in on the base but I couldent do it now and hold my 
dinner that old bunch were all right but its a sinch non of them ever fished for 
mackril ore road a ground swell Frank lives next door but he and his fambly leave 
for home in a fiew days we expect to leave about the first of may I will tell you all 
about Calif when we get home 

with best whishes to you all from the three of us 

Your friend 


CM Russell 
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Peboig 
1918 
Friend Ed 

I got a letter from you about three years ago so I thought Id hurry up and 
answer it. I was down on your range a year ago last October with the Eaton party 
and judging from what I saw Im twenty years late _ the scool teachers beet me to 
it. those wisdom bringers surtenly wipe all the picture out of nature but I saw a flew 
like the above sketch but most of them had disgarded the dress of the savige for the 
beautifull garments of these white brother but Ed Im glad I wint and I whish I knew 
those people and there past If I savyed the south west like you Id shure paint 
Navys.' 

One camp we made I wont forget it was at a little lake in the dessert at sun- 
down a bunch of these American Arabs droped down from the high country with 
about five hundred horses _most of these riders looked lik the real thing in there 
high forked saddles and concho belts silver ore turquis necklaces and year rings they 
were all hatless some wore split pants their shirts were Navyho make but its a safe 
bet if we could drop back in there history they would be shy the shirt _ they rode 


short sturrips an each packed a skin rope. They were not like the Indian I know but 
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every thing on them spelt wild people and horsemen and in a mixture of dust and 
red sun light it made a picture that will not let me foget Arizona 

I also saw a Yabachae dance of the Navys that was wild and scary I guess I 
been telling you things you already know but I like to unlode on men whos likes 
are the same as mine I dont know when I will see you so I want you to write and 
tell me about the big camp How is Marsh do you ever see that Terrapin Bill 
Crawford is Rogers still heeling fillyes at the follies does he still loap up to your 
camp quirting himself down the hind leg with a paper if he keeps that up hel get 
to be aring tail. I wonder if Fred Stone when hes Lion hunting pulls that funny stuff 
of his if he dos tell him I dont think its squar to shoot the big cat while hes 
Laughing : 

with best regards to yourself and the bunch from my best half and myself 

Your friend 
CM Russell 


1Navajoes. 
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GREAT FALLS, MONTANA 
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May 20 1925 

Dick Bodkin 
Friend Dick 

judging from the way you stick in the 
oringe belt your warped on that country. 
Since you started riding for cameras your 
harder to locate than Kid Kurry. Jack gave 
me your address. 

Dick I used to make fun of moove cow 
Boys but since I saw them worke my hats off 

once an old Injun told me that it wasent 
the head that made men brave it was the hart 
if his talk was right these moove punchers 
has inlargment of the hart and shrinking of 
the head I seen them ride down hills that 
I wouldent do withaladder Imanold man 
now but I still like to ride a frendly horse 
but I dont want no moove director to pick 
trails for me. I know a fiew moove men down 
on the screen range Tom Mix Bill Rogers 
Bill Hart Neal Hart Buck Conner Harry 


z Carey I knew Tom Mix when he owned 


a saddle and a pair of spurs and if youd asked 
him where Holly wood was he wouldent 
have known if it was a line camp ore a state but Mix is a regular man and Im glad 
he got the coin all the men I know down thair are good men and worth beeing 
friendly with aney of them you meet give my regards to. things are about the same 
around here’ I see your brother Jack every day Saw your Mother and she wants 
you to come home and make her avisit She looked well you ought to come home 
onc and a while and see your folks the country looks better than it hase for a long 
time good grass. woldent you like to get a horse under you and ride over som real 
grass country and get down on your belly and drink from a cold mountion stream 

with best whishes to you and yours Your friend 

Hows the little girl C M Russell 
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Feb 24 1916 
Friend Trigg 

we are still in camp back of the stock yards its about thirty two years 
since I first saw this burg. But I remember that morning well. I was armed with 
a punch pole a stock car under me loded with grass eaters’ I came from the big out 
doores and the light smoke and smell made me lonsum. 

The hole world has changed since then but I have not Im no more at home 
in a big city than I was then an Im still lonsum 

If I had a winter home in Hell anda summer home in Chicago I think Id spend 
my summers at my winter home ‘There might be more people there but there 
couldnt be moresmoke But there is lots of good people here maby it aint there fault 

I suppose Great Falls will be lik Cicago some day but I won’t be there 

well Trigg I here the snow is all gon an I know youl miss it but youl have 
to bear it You might arrange to join som poler expodation 

With best whishes to yourself Mrs Trigg Miss Josephine the chickons gold 
fish and bird 

This gose for both of us 

Your friend 


CM Russell 
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Will James | May 30 1924 
Friend James 

I got your letter and sketch and was glad to here from you you asked how I 
would handel such an animal If I ever saw it I wouldent get close unough to handle 
Iv known cow punchers that saw such things after hanging around a rode ranch ore 
burg but non of them tuck a rope down but they used a quirt mighty nasty and as I 
am better with a quirt than a rope Id use the one I know best 

I have been getting your stuff in Scribners its good both pictures and writing. 

... | have been in bade shape for nearly a year but am better now tryed to get 
on a horse the other day at Harry Carys ranch but couldent mak it cant ride nothing 
wilder than a wheel chair... 

I appreciate your invite to come to your home and am glad you have a nice 
place and I will come some time this goes both ways I havea camp in the Glacier 
park where the pipe is and the robe spred for you aneytime you come... you 
wont care much for the horses _ thair all quiat old mountian horses that will pack 
aneything from a screaming lady to a dead bear over trails that makes mountian goat 
nurvis I have been mooving around so much that I have missed our home paper 
and never saw the artical about you we expect to leave here ina fiew days for Great 
Falls hoping you all kinds of good luck Your friend 
Rout 3 Box 223 Pasedina Califonia C M Russell 
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June 17 
Mike Shanon 1923 


Friend Mike 

Im a long time answering your letter but if letters were money and I was called 
to pay up I’d be bankrupt Since when did you turn poet that was good stuff if 
you keep that up youl be braking into booklets and the dudes will be shy a guide 
but judging from the fiew poets I know dude ranglers eat oftner I think thairl be 
lots of people in the park this summer and as thair are still people who like to ride I 
hope you and your horses have all you can handle a machine will show folks the 
man made things but if people want to see Gods own country thave got to get a horse 
under them In spite of gasoline the bigest part of the Rocky Mountains belongs to 
God and as long as it dose thairl be a home for you and your kind to me the roar 
of a mountian stream mingled with the bells of a pack trane is grander musick than 
all the string or brass bands in the world 

Well Mike we hope to be in the park in a fiew days and if I see you we will 
talk its easier than writing 

with best whishes to you and yours from me and mine. 


Your friend 


CM Russell 
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as I am lonsum to night an far from my range I thaught it might help some 
to write you just think I am in a camp of four millions an I guess I know about 


eight it makes me fell small It makes it strong d small the whits are shure 


plentyfull 
Nancy and I took in a Chinees theator the other night I guess it was good 
the Chinks seemed to think so, but for me it was a little better than grand opra 


the way those Mongoliens were painted up would make our Indian grind his teeth 
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with envy thair shure a scary looking bunch baring this and a fiew other shows 
I havent seen much since I been here 

but I did have a good time at the Fair the most interesting to me were the 
people of the Philipines especially the Iggeroties these folks are verry primitive 
forging there own weapons an weaving there own cloth but you will notice from 
this sketch that the latter industry dos not take up much of thair time as there 
wasent enough cloth in the hole camp to upholster a cruch_ they are verry small 
but well bult pople an judging from the way they handle the spere or assiga if 
they ever lern to handle the new gun Uncle Sam is liable to have trouble corraling 
em __ their sirtenely a snakey looking artical an they say they aint sadisfide with no 
puney suvinere like a scalp but take the hole top peace from the Adams apple up 

Well Trigg, hows everything in the Falls I havent heard from there since 
I left onely through Nancy an that don’t tell me much of the bunch I mix with 
but we expect to start home in three weeks so I] soon know. 

With regards to everybody in Montana 
Your friend 

CM Russell 


If you get time write 


Sept Ist 
1913 
Friend MacKay 

I suppose by this time you’r setteled down among the cliff dwelers 

the seat you got in that money shack of you’rs is easier than the roost on the 
corall fence but I bet the looking aint as good 

Our seats wasent strong for comfort but they were easier to hold than some of 
the boys had that left the shute you savy those moving leather seats that so maney 
of the boys lost 

I suppose by this time you’y bull doged every milk cow on that Ten a Fly ranch 
of yours It will be hard to handle the de horned milkers but I dont think ear holts 
are bared 

with best regards to your self and family from us all 
Your friend 

CM Russell 


May 8 
1925 
Friend Harry 

Im a long time thanking you for the Head dress you sent. but I never was fast 
an old Dad Time aint changed my gate the Head dress isa good one _ it is certainly 
a wild mans crest. 

I think our red brother stole his fashion from animals and birds he knew he 
saw the sage cock dance and spred his tail fethers that’s where Mr Injun got his 
dance bussel he liked the war bonnet that the Canadian jay and the King Fisher 
wore so he made himself one but the only real American dont use much stile aney 
more Unkle Sam lets him play Injun once a year and he dances under the flag that 
made a farmer out of him once nature gave him everything he wanted. now the 
agent gives him bib overalls hookes his hands around plow handles and tell him its 
a good thing push it along maby it is but thair having a hell of a time prooving it. 
To people who since time began never don aney thing harder 
than pull a bow string ore push a skining knife nature was not 
always kind to these people but she never lied to them. 

The red skined men are all moste gone now Harry but if 


fiew clothes and fancy ones means saviges we got lots of she ones 


now and moste of them set traps for men. 
Thanking you again for the head dress—good medicine to you and yours— 
Your friend 


Ah wah cons’ 


‘Indian word for antelope, and Mr. Russell’s Indian name. 
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ae aie Feb 4th 

Senitor Paris Gibson eee | 1902 
Dear Friend 

no dought you will bee suprised to here from me but if you are like myself when 
in St Louis you will be glad to here from aney one in Montana As I am a verry 
poor writer I will make a kind of Injun letter mostly pictures 

I went to see the big man the other day who was on exhibition at Luthurs hall 
he stood seven feet ten inches anda half he was shure big and farley bilt but his 
countenance appeared to bee warped caused I supose by beeing up in the wether his. 
right eye looked up bear gulch while his left survade 
lower alkali creek the man that owned him said he 
was verry inteligant but all we got is his word for it... 

I saw Jim Dunivan the other day Jim looks good 
but the gamblers dont think so speaking of gamblers 
reminds me several years ago when games were wide 


open I sat at a faryo layout in Chinook the hour was 


a lat an the play light a good deal of talk passed over 
the green bord the subject of conversation was the Indian question — the dealor 
Kicking George was an old time sport who spoke of cards as an industry he I believe 
was born in Missouria but came to Colorado with his folks when he was a yearling 
an had never left the shaddoes of the rockyes_ the Kicker alloud an Injun had no 
more right in this country thana Cyote I told him 


— Ns 
WwKes. Vem 


what he said might be right but there were folks 
coming to the country eS ee AO A); 
on the new rail road 


that thaught the same 


2 ae f aw wf WAWE pf ; 7 IN : iS 
way about gamblers an ear | | ae oe a 


he wouldent winter maney times till hed find out the wild Indian would go but 
would onley brake the trail for the gambler 

My prophecy came true_ we still have the gambler but like the cyote civiliza- 
tion has made him an outlaw... 

Speaking of Indians. I understand there is a man back in your camp Jones by 
name who has sent out orders to cut all the Indians hair if Jones is stuck to have 
this barber work done he’d better tackle it himself as no one out here is longing for 
the job the Indians say whoever starts to cut thair hair will get an Injun hair cut 
and you know that calls for asertean amount of hide they clame it makes it handier 
to trim legons with 

Bridgman who is agent at Belnap isent worring much as he owns about as much 
hair as a Mexicon dog an thair fixed for hair about like a sausage the Great Falls 
Daly Leader has a standing bet up of twenty to one he won't loose aney. 


Well Senitor as I am all up on news I will close the deal 


Jers How 


With hurt urvabes Jor A ie ae 
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ANG TT 1012 

Friend Joe we have just received you pictures and they are shure dandys an 
I want to thank you for them and all so the tom tom 

I was sorry that your trip wound up with such hard luck Iv heard of men that 
couldent ride a coverd wagon but I suppose yours dident have a lid on. a spring seet 
can go higher an hit the ground harder than most bronks I was unloded wonce my 
self by one an have not forgotten I dident brak aneything but all hinges an bolts 
were loosened braking your coller bone sounds reasinable enough but are you shure 
that Jonson dident slip in an get your scalp before you woke you know how strong 
he was after suviners aneyway I’d like to look through his getherings just to sadisfy 
myself. I bet hes got Dutch hair among em. 

Well Joe I will close with best whishes to you and yours 

Your friend 
CM Russell 
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April 7th 


‘tans 
Stuart Florida 
Friend Trigg 

we are now in the land of flowers where things grow with out the help of man 
an when I look at its maney water wayes it is easy to understand why this was a favorit 
hangout for all sea holdups of the old days on these shores maney a ship changed 
her captions an he who lost command left his bones on the sands of Floridas shore 

well Trigg I will tell you all about it soon 

with best whishes to you all 

| Your friend 
CM Russell 


The picture of your Father and I with the bunch in the Silver Dollar was no 
good it was so blured you could hardly tell one man from annother 


You will find enclosed a photo of my self and friend _I have riddin this old 
boy nearly 15 years so you see hes a has been 


the saddle was made in 1888 by Meany of Cheyenne it is the old time Vacala 

tree the spurs I ware Iv had for 32 years the rawhide ranes 30 and I have been 

in Montan nearly 34 years so you see the picture shows a bunch of old has beens 
Yores 


CM Russell 
Give my regards to your Father 
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Aug 30 


1908 

Friend Percy 

I was verry sorry to here of your sickness but by this time you have been trimed 
an if you are like I was you feeal a hole lote easyer in mind if your intearer dond feel 
just right 

trouble shore com to you in bunches 

it was tough enough when you tuck the antlers. but stepping off the goat onto 
the meet block is piling it up on you plenty an Im sending all that cheep stuff sin- 
pothy I got on me this is shure the age of impruvement an it looks like most men 
has to be made over of corse I am glad to loose my apendex but I hope thers no 
more improvements to be made on my anatomy but I suppose we should bee thank- 
full that we dident live in the age when our Fore Fathers tailes became diseased an 
usless so were forsed to have them removed with a stone ax an I suppose if the 
patient was timid he was put to sleep with a club 

there is not much news to tell up here an as we expect to be home in a fiew 
days I will close with best whishes hoping soon to see you 

Your friend 
CM Russell 
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I saw Jim two years ago in the big camp _ he was punching cows at the Hipi- 
drome an altho he was fighting Sioux every day he wasent scared up much 

the last I saw of him he was thinking of crossing the creek that layes betwin 
New York and Londen but as I have never heard from him I dont know whether 
hes still in this country ore not 

now kid I hope you hit this country an if you drift on to my range dont pass 
my camp the latch string is out side for you and yours 

With best whishes from us both to your self and wife 

Your friend 
CM Russell 
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GREAT FALLS, MONTANA 
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Hello Will James 

I got your letter and sketch and from it and other worke I have seen of yours 
in the Sunset I know you have felt a horse under you. Nobody can tell you how to 
draw a horse ore cow 

I never got to bea bronk rider but in my youthfull days wanted to be and while 
that want lasted I had a fine chance to study hoss enatimy from under and over the 
under was the view a taripan gits The over while I hoverd ont the end of a Macarty 
rope was like the eagle sees grand but dam scary for folks without wings .. . 

James, you say you havent used colormuch dont be afraid of paint I think 
its easier than eather pen ore pensol 

I was down in Cal this winter and saw som fine back ground for cow pictures 
roling country green with patches of poppies and live oak mountian ranges with 
white peaks that streach away tono where I have never seen this kind of country 
used in cow pictures Why dont youtry it... 

Jamesas I said before use paint but dont getsmeary letsombodyelcedothat keep 
on making real men horsesand cows of corse the real artistick may never know you 
but nature loving regular men will and thair is more of the last kind in this old world 
an thair the kind you want to shake hands with... 

With best whishes to yourself and any who know me 

Yours 


CM Russell 
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GREAT FALLS, MONTANA 


Apral 30 
1922 | 
Friend Georg 
Ima long time answering your letter but you know I never was rapid with ink 
I hear its been cold up home well it aint had nothing on the oringe belt Its don 
everything but snow down here Iv been cold so long now Im numb Its kind a 
like the first stages of freesing to death its painless Georg if you ever figer on 
wintering down here take my advise bring a stove and some sand coole ore belt creek 
with you _ ladyes ore still waring furs but nothing elce much but paint from now 
on nobody can tell me that he humansor more hardy than shes if a baby doll tuck 
a notion she wanted an Esquemaw she’d slip on som gaus and lace and with a powder 
puff and lip stick she’d start for the Pole and freeze aney dog runner in his cariboo 
capote to death that ever traveled the Great Slave providen she don’t run short of 
power ore rouge. 
The wethers fine right now. Little Jack is shure haven a good time he gets 
lots of out doors the countrys open here and all we do is range heard him 
We start home May 14 and when I get home I] tell you all about Cal With 
best whishes to you all including your Grand son from the three of us 
Your friend 
CM Russell 
R 3 Box 223 Pasidana Cal 
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July 9th 1910 
Hellow Dutch 


how are you. we expect to go to the lake about the 1 5th an we want you and 
your wife to com up 

be shure and bring your paint box I expect Goodwin soon an if you come we 
will shure do some painting are you doing aney modling these days 

I here Cut Banks married how dos he work in double harness 

I hope you dident loose on the fight theres shure a sore bunch over here. . . 

I had a good time East and made a littel money will tell you all about it when 
we meet with best whishes to you both from us both 

your friend 
CM Russell 
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Friend Berners 

I got your long letter and was glad to here from you an Im coming back fast 
for me with my short paper talk caus I know you must be lonsum in that medison 
camp Itsa wonder them plumbers dident want to put a new pump in you. but from 
what you tell me that medison man looked through you with out lifting the lid an 
tells you that laying down is the best thing for you its no easy game but seeing 
Sippys such a good guesser youd better play his hunch an if its laying down you need 
Lake McDonald is the best bed ground in the world and my lodge is open and the 
pipe lit for you and yors you know that Lake country sings the cradle song to all 
who lay in her lap 

Old Rip Van snoozed twenty years but if Hank Hudson would open a blind pig 
in our big hills with one shot of his suthing surip aney human with insomnia could 
beet Rips record... 

with best whishes from my best half and me to you and yors 


Your friend 
CM Russell 
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Friend Guy 

I got your letter and am glad to here you are doing so well with your ranch 
it pleases me plenty to know that thair is so maney men and wimen that will quit a 
gas wagon and a good road and ore wilen to look at the world with a horse under 
em. and where you live Guy if theyl step in the middel of a hoss you can show folks 
the top of America the wildest the bigest and for a Nature Lover the best part of it 

In tame countrys on a good road an autos all right but if your hunting for aney 
thing wilder than a Doctor take a horse 

I suppose by this time your on the rode Im sending you a book which I hope 
you enjoy My wife and I leave for Denver tommorrow morning so this is a buisy 
camp we will returne in about two weeks 

Thanks for the Invite to viset the 3 Ranch we might dothatsome time with 
best whishes to you and yours from us all 


Your friend 
CM Russell 
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Magpie. Wheres that man going 
Crow. Dam fi know ask the horse 


Cras. M., RUSSELL _ 
DGREAT PALLS, MONTANA 
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Friend Bill Krieghoff 

I dont have to tell you that the above sketch is not a chees eater carring 
despatches for Bill Hohenzollern the second 

This rider’s name is also Bill an clames german breeding he eats every thing 
a dutchman will which mighty nere proves it an by the gate he went I think hes Bill 
the first Duck Leg if you could onley git across to them fighting folks of yours with 
that horse and lead a charge there woldent trees enough in France to hold the Frog 
eaters 

well Bill were still here at the Lake but are leaving day after tommorrow for 


home we have had fine wether till the last two weeks Its been raining mighty 
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steady an now the country sogy as a wet blanket an its cold an Bill you know what 
that meens to the wood getters Auston an I both miss you verry much Mame an 
I went over to Kalispell on our way to Flat head Lake where we visited Linderman 
and his folks who were camped there on our way back we bumped in to your old 
pard little Artie Larivy every body inquired after Willie 

Bob Benn and his wife spent a couple of days with us at the lake Mrs Benn 
spoke of the Arte talk you sawed of to her she said it was verry interesting but she 
dident savy only about half of it I guess you sprung some of that Mazzy on her Bill 

I heard it so often I can almost handel it my self but don’t know what it 
meanes yet. 

Joe Scheuerle and his wife were here with us a fiew days and we had a good 
time 

We all so saw Mr and Mrs Crudson at the foot of the lake wating for the boat 
they were on there way through the park 

well Bill I will close with best whishes to you and Jule also all friends from us all 


Your friend 


CM Russell. 
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1908 
Friend Holland 

I have received sevral letters from you an I guess its time Im answering 

news are short up here an! havent seen Apgar for a day or two so | havent got 
much to right about 

tell Littel Sunshine the blood hounds have eat the last Ladrone blood raw an 
are now taking there seastia an the Don after a firce struggle was swollod by an alla- 
gator. our hero spyed the reptile but to late an noting its sweled an after dinner look 
rased his trusty rifal an pirced its brane after another firce strugle it sank to the depth 
of the lagoon with its lothsum repast never to rase again after one long sad look 
our hero turned an sadly retraced his steps an marryed the widow under the spreding 


palms while the sweet voised pelicons sang the wedding march 
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things are verry quiet up here since the folks left there is onley seven of us 
now conting the two chickons an as bakon is getting scarce I belive they will not be 
with us long 

We have just returned from a trip to the glacier an had good wether an a fine 
time the wether since has been rany an cold up to the last fiew days it is now 
fine tell Miss sun shine that the lake is still warm in spite of the cold wether 

I hope Mrs Holland is getting all the tomaters I mean tommotoes she wants 

people are leaving the lake every day for there homes an we will soone be 
getting ready our selvs 

one ore two skunks have taken up quarters under the house an seem to like the 
place al so a number of montian rats have mooved in an by the noise they make Iva 
hunch my night watches are sleeping on gard As soon as dark comes the new comers 
goes to work all hands _ the skunks practis two steps and barn dances on the porch 
or in the kitchen the rats dont seem to like our roof all night long thair bussy 
making it over occasionaly stopping to gether up tooth brushes leaving rocks sticks ore 
old bones in exchange they are traders who belive a fair exchange is no robery 
the great horned owl in the seaders at intervals askes who no one knows 50 receiving 
no answer he keeps it up all night an at day brak flies away in disgust but returnes the 
next night with the same question its to bad someone cant tell him 

Well Holland as I cant think of aney more foolishness I will close with best 
wishes to you all 
Your friend 


CM Russell 
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Mame wrote you a fiew days ago that we would make you a visit but the way 
things have turned we cant make it we thought we could hold our hous another 
week but as thair is another party wants to get in we have to leave so we will have 
to put our viset off for another year we leave here aweek from to day I wish you 
could com up to Montana this summer __ if you do you know where my camp is I 
have seen Bill Rogers quite often met Dug Fairbanks Neal Hart Buck Conners 
and several other moovie folks maney of them know you. I also saw Jim Minnick 
he wanted to be rememberd to you 

With best whishes to you and yours 

from all of us 
Your friend 
CM Russell 
Just got a paper saying Marchand is dead 
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Feb 16 1919 


Friend Bollinger 

I received your good long letter and was glad to here from you and that you 
had a good hunt and brought in meat but your rong when you think the absence 
of Mrs B? had aney thing to do with my not showing up on that hunt. but I had a 
hunch you and Lewis would hold that agin me it would be a safer bet to play me 
the other way four Jacks and a Queen is a good hand in stud poker but the same 
number of hes and a she like Mrs B aint a lucky combination and a deer hunt might 
turn to man slaughter Some morning that camp might look like one of Bill Harts 
moovies The onley difference some of the performers wouldent act no more the 
above sketch would go good in the moovies but it would look like hell in the Great 
Falls ore Davenport papers Romance is a beautiful lady that lives in the book case 
who can pull aney thing from a cold deck to murder and get away with it but shes 
got a homely sister Reality by name that hangs around all the time 

this old girl aint so lucky let som man makea killing over her and the Judge 
tells him where hes going and nobody knowes his address after that 

Mrs B dident take the picture som body in New York bought it _ the price 

was three hundred my oils run from six hundred to two thousand 

With best whishes from all the Russells to you all 

Your friend 
CM Russell 


leeMrs, B’’ refers to a lady in no way related to either the writer or the recipient of the letter.— Editor. 
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Friend Frank 

] received your nice long letter and was glad to here from you this is the bigest 
moovie camp in the world thair are more two gun men here now than the history 
of the west from north to south ever knew 

I was at a studio the otherday they were making a dance hallseen this dance 
Hall made aney I ever saw an Iv seen some that wasent real gentile but this one made 
Chicago Joes look likea Kindergarden and if I rember right Joe dident run a young 
ladys finishing school if the old west had of been as tough as the mooves make it 
theyd be runing buffalo yet on the Great Falls flat yet Jew Jake and Pike Sandusky 
were easy to get along with compared with these hair trigger moovie gun fighters 
I wouldent bet how good theyd be up aganst the reel thing but with blanks they 
look mighty nasty 

Frank I see in the paper your going to take a hand in the straw hat perade 
hope you and the bunch have good luck but dont go to far with a straw hat you 
might want to trade for a buffalo overcoat 

Frank this country brags on its climet but the Cal booster dont tell that it also 
has chills the old fashon kind that shakes and when it shakes it dont leave much but 
climet and no climet is much good that houses wont stand in an Ingun lodge might 
be good but thairs no lodge pole pine in this country 

with best whishes to your self and Great falls 


Your friend 
CM Russell 


86 


May 14 1914 


Friend Holland 

We received your letters and 
were shure glad to get them 

We are one night out from 
England right now 

An altho Im glad I 
went I did not shed maney 
tears leaving the home of 
my Ansesters 

I find the Russells 
were pritty plenty in this 
land theres Great Russell 
St Russell Squar Hotel Sir Russell entring the Kings Coart 
Russell an all kinds of Russells in England Iv been a littel doubtfull about my 
folks. I always had an Idar that the Russell tree was a scrub. but the other day I was 
told that Sir Sombody Russell was led to the block an had the upper end of his back 
bone removed by the Kings ax man who was a bussyer man them days than Fred 
Piper ever was on saterday night. this loping off of Sir Russells Head makes it sinch 
he was a Nobel man. as in those dayes scrubs mostley cashed in in bed. A verry 
unrefined way of quitten So Holland if I happen to pass you on the street an you 
feel a chill like an ice wagon had gon by dont blame me its the blood of the 
Nobility Iv got in me It might pay you to come over an round up this Histori- 
cal range but as you claime I belive Scotch blood youd have to work the country 


further north where I dont doubt youd find Hollands onery enough to 


mix with the King an as near as I can make from history If a man 
| was a fighter an could count enough 
notches he was Be Knighted by the 
King or Be Headed. eather way his 
pedigree was safe an all those to whome 
he left his name which was generly all 
he had to leave were of noble blood... 
ees from your friend 
C M Russell 
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March 20 1918 

Dear Brother Van 

I received an invation to your birthday party from Reverend Bunch an am more 
than sorry that I cant be their but Im on the jury 

I think it was about this time of year thirty sevon years ago that we first met at 
Babcocks ranch in Pigeye bason on the upper Judith I was living at that time with 
a hunter and trapper Jake Hoover who you will remember He and I had come 
down from the south fork with three pack horses loaded with deer and elk meet 
which he sold to the ranchers and we had stopped for the night with old Bab, a man 
as rough as the mountians he loved but who was all hart from his belt up and friends 
ore strangers were welcom to shove there feet under his table this all welcom way 
of his made the camp a hangout for many homeless mountian and prairie men and 
his log walls and dirt roof semed like a palice to those who lived mostly under the sky 

the eavning you came there was a mixture of bull whackers hunters and pros- 
pecters who welcomed you with hand shaks and rough but friendy] greetings 

I was the only stranger to you so after Bab interduced Kid Russell he took me 
to one side and whispered 

boy says he I don’t savy maney samsingers but Brother Van deels square 

and when we all sat down to our elk meet beens coffee and dryed apples under 
the rays of a bacon grease light. these men who knew little of law and one among 
them I knew wore notches on his gun men who had not prayed since they nelt at 
their mothers knee bowed there heads while you, Brother Van, gave thanks and when 
you finished some one said Amen I am not sure but I think it was a man who I 
heard later was ore had been a rode agent . . 

With best wishes from my best half and me Your Friend 

CM Russell 
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We meet again Douglas Fairbanks, alias D’ Artagnan tho only on paper. 

My hats of to you’ I have seen you under many names and you have worn 
them all well—an actor of action always— And now since you have back tracked 
the grass grown trails of history and romance I know that D’Artagnan’s name will 
fit you as well as his clothes. 

But Doug don’t forget our old west. The old time cow man right now is as 
much history as Richard, The Lion Harted or any of those gents that packed a long 
blade and had their cloths made by a blacksmith. 

You and others have done the west and showed it well, but theres lots of it left, 
from Mexico north to the Great Slave lakes The west was a big home for the 
adventurer—good or bad—he had to bea regular man and in skin and leather men 
were almost as fancy and picturesque as the steel clad fighters of the old world The 
west had some fighters, long haired Wild Bill Hickok with a cap and ball Colts 
could have made a correll full of King Arthurs men climb a tree. 

Your friend 


C. M. Russell 
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(A letter written to Will Crawford, an artist friend of his living in New York. 
The man on the horse is Charlie Russell and the man painting the robe is Will 
Crawford. One represents the Western Indian; the other the Eastern.) 


The trail is long it is good if Seldom Writes makes maney moccasins an when 
the grass comes let him travel to the big hills where the sun sleeps 
Three times have the dogs howled at my lodge door while I ate smoked an 
slept by the fire of Seldom Writes but never has the grass been bent my way by his 
moccasins Has Seldom Writes grown fast to his shell like the littel water people 
that live about him. 
CMR _1gog 
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Friend Schatzlein 

since seeing you in those breed garmants its hard to belive youre dutch it 
shure dont take much trimings to put you back to the savage 

I have been taken for a white headed breed sevral times myself but youv got 
me skined 

I dont think theres a drop of Injun blood in you but I wouldent bet on it for 
the early comers to America were all traders the first whites in Verginia swaped 
tobbaco for wives an folks now that clame kin to Pocahontas are mighty chesty over it 

taking history for it the dutch were som traders an it might be that your Great 
Great Great Grand Dad swaped fora red Wife from your looks Id advise not look- 
ing to far back in your famely tree. 

when are you all coming over with regards 


your friend 


CMR 
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LOS ANGELES 
BILTMORE 


. THE BILTMORE SALON 


DEDICATED TO WESTERN ART 


March 27 
1924 


Dear Miss Josephine 

Thank you for the birth day card 

Old Dad Time trades little that men want he has traded me wrinkles for teeth 
stiff legs for limber ones but cards, like yours, tell me he has left me my friends and 


for that great kindness I forgive him, 
Good friends make the roughest trail easy 
Mame and I are much better a fiew days more and | think II shed the stick 


Jack seems to like school. 
The above sketch is before Cal. was taken by the Iowans 
with best wishes to you and your Mother and Miss Furnald 
Your friend 
CM Russell 
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Friend Bill 

Some time ago I received your letter and photos of your self with the long bow 
Joe tells me you skined your red brothers at thair own game. Bill you aint Injun 
thats asinch maby thair was some Gollingses with Robin Hoods band Bob and 
his friends were fast with the long bow 

If youd lived where you do now in 1846 Francis Parkman in his book would 
have told of a white man living with Ogillallahs that packed a long bow and a robe 
painted by him would bring twenty Poneys a shield cover was worth five wimen 
painted by Robe pictures that was what the Ogillallahs called him he was rich 
received no bills and paid no taxes 

Aint it hell Bill what we missed by coming late I supose by this time your 
meats all jurked and hides all taned Im back on my feet again and in pritty good 
shape Joe is here with me hes doing lots of painting 


with best whishes Your friend 
CM Russell 
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ie -& May 3d 1907 


Friend Percy 

I am still on dear old brodway among the cliff dwelers every body lives high 
here but they aint got me skined much I’m camped above timber line myself 

I was down at Madison Square gardon the other day an met Cody he’s lost 
most of his hair in the London fog but his back locks are still long the show was 
good real cow boys an Indians 

I learn here that punchers wore red shirts an indians go to ware strung with 
slay bells but baring these detals the show was all right 

this reminds me of central ave but laying all jokes aside I] take our streets bumps 
an all N Y with cabs under ground an sky sayling car lines is all right for them 
that like her, but I know a town with two mil of track an a fiew hacks thats swift 


anough for me_ give me the camp where I savy the people 


well Percy it wont be long till Il be with you an II tell you all about it 
with best regards to your self and friends 


Your friend 


CM Russell 
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6816 Odin st 
Holley wood Calif 
April 14 1926 
Ted Abbott 
Friend Ted 


Im now camped among the 
move cow boys This kind dont ride 
Sircle or night gard their remutha 
travels in a truck and their wagon is 
a cafeteria he dont have to know 
cows or brands but the move cow boy 
must have plenty of guts an no head 

It takes sevral kinds to make a 
hero on the screen the beautiful 
cow boy that makes love till the 
reformers want to burn the picture 
houses aint the same man that spures 
his horse of a thirty foot rim rock 
into the water and swims three miles 
to save his sweet hart froma band of 
out laws aint the same they usto 
say that camres wouldent lye but 
Holleywood has quired that talk 

this feller that goes off the rim- 
rock is what they call a double 


Som actores donte use them... . 


Most of the moovie men Iv met are good fellers Maby they aint got much 


mcs thair hats but an Old Injun told me once that real good brave men lived in 


thair harts not thair heds and I belive my red brother was right 


Well Ted . . . if my good whishes ar aney good to you Im sending them all 


that goes for every thing Famely cows horses aney thing waring the three duce iron 


O7 


Your old friend 


CM Russell 
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Novembr 27 


1924 
Walter Coburn 
Friend Walt 
I just received your letter got the 


magisines som time ago liked both the 
storyes your cow punchers seemed real to 
me they were like those I knew in old days. 
thair are maney western writers these days 


but flew of them knew the range I red a 


story the other day init the punchers wore 
bandanas round thair necks the bandana came and belonged to the sod buster and 
generly toped bib overalles =I never knew a cow hand to ware aney thing but silk 
if it wasent the warer thought it was in late years Iv seen riders that looked like 
this sketch this kind are generly found around a soft drink parlor I don’t know 
whether its CoCo Cola ore mapel nut sunday that works his legs the wrong way but 
I do know no cow puncher I ever knew if he was going to ride a snake would take 
aney thing soft as a brave maker this cococola soke can tell whats the matter with 
a ford by the nois it makes but he wouldent know that a wet cold horse with a hump 
in his back is dangerious Shaps spurs and boots and big hat dont make riders neather 


dos bib overalls and caps make pictures ore storyes 
This kind I knew they are almost extinct now a foot he was mighty near 


harmless but with a horse under him he wase never lame he is not used much these 
days but in days before the wires the west needed him 

Your modling looked good — stay with it its a lot easyer 
than drawing 

Tell Jim Fisher I have heard Ted Blue talk about him I 
am glad he writes well all old timers who can write should tell 
what they know of the old west 

I will watch for your storys in Adventure that magazine is 
my favorite 

with best regards 
Your friend 
CM Russell 
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Friend Henry 

What do you think of it this is the kind of rider that lives in this country 
I see these every day an I know its on the square caus I havent drank a drop since 
I been here How would you like to start on sircul with a bunch of these 

I wonder what would have happened if old Peet-Jack Anderson or Jim Mcoy 
would have jumped one of these on the range _ these riders use as many reins on 
one horse as a stage driver dos handeling fore. they tell me these men with there 
muly saddels can stay in the middle of a snakey one. but you know Hank Im from 
that state laying south of Iowa 

Well Henry this is shure a old country I was in the towar of London the 
other day It is an old castle built five hundred years before Columbus found 
America last Sunday I went out in the country it looks like one big gar- 
den everything is green I saw small bands of sheep an one place a rider was 
driving four cows an as he was a boy and driving cows its a sinch he was a cow 
boy but all joshing aside they shure got good looking horses in this mans land _ | 
havent seen a poor one since I landed 

Well High Wood old boy II close for this time If you get time betwene 
feeding the furnace an hearding them hens of yours drop a line __I suppose your 
still gambling with Hinote for car fare be carful the reformers dont grab you 

with regards to you and yours 

Your old friend 
C M Russell 

address 
Dore Gallery 
35 New Bond st 
London 


England 
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Friend Perc 

youare right iv reached another station The road has been long but my friends 
have made it a pleasant one And it is goot to know when Im past the half way 
ranch that my friends still greet me at the stations beond 

Best whishes to you and yours 


Your friend 


CM Russell 


Pasadina Cal 
~ March 27 1920 
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Friend Trigg 
here we are in the land of your birth al so the home of my forfathers but I think 


mine left early and judging from history I dont blame them America with its red 
men was some scary but peacful compared with this, scalped men have been known 
to live but nobody can thrive with out a head 

up to a hundred years ago, a man was safer in a skin lodge in the wilds of 
America than the stone castles of this mans land but this is a quiet country now peac- 
ful and law loving maby this gent cleaned out the bad wanes _ I saw his tools at 
the old tower an from looks Id say Hed been som busy 

Im pritty lame on history but its a sinch bet this gent was the cause of maney 
a early hom seeker in the new world as an emigration booster he had Jim and Lewie 
Hill beat to a fair you well 

Well Trigg I have seen many strange things all verry interesting but I am shure 
home sick and hungry for home grub __I dont belive theres a biscut or hotcake in 
the British [es this is shure a cold bread country its supper time right now an Id lik 
to be with my feet under your table tell Miss Josephine Id eaven eate some of her 
salid an I never did yearn for salid.. . 

Best regards to You and Yors 
Your friend 


CM Russell 
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GREAT FALLS, MONTANA 
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Friend Gorg Laat 

this sketch will show you Im still in Cal I was at the beach the other day and 
if truth gose naked like they say it dos folks dont lye much at the sea shore a man 
that tyes to a lady down hear after seeing her in bathing aint gambling much its a 
good place to pick em but its sometimes Hell to holdem this is a good country for 
lawyers and preachers ones tying the others untying an thair both busy 

I met Cut Bank the other day _ he looked like hes in the money hes got a 
real estate offs — maby hes mixing boot leg with realestate I hear its a good blend 
I havent met maney of my friends down here this trip but I havent called on the Jails 
yet Saw Sportecus _ hes still packing a hide full he shuck hands with about four 
of me and said he was glad to see us I dont understand how he keeps away the snakes 
maby they dont com with this new moon aneybody else but Sporticus would of 
had Crockdiles riding hyenas by this time . . . with best regards to you. . . 

Your friend 
CM Russell 
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evs hoping healths Nrehoss under you 
. he SUN ng casy acde 
Good water and Y Pass: 
TOThE TOP of the pass 
WS ETS rier Valse tase 
The Bry Devids 


To You ANAYINE? 
Fed Meand ame 


(Card to W. M. Armstrong, Los Angeles, California.) 


Hers hoping healths the hoss under you 
Ahead a long easy ride 
Good water and grass 
To the top of the pass 
Were the trails cross 
The Big Devide 
To you and yours 
From me and mine 
Your Friend 
CM Russell 
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Cy Mig Fey SS Eis 


GREAT FALLS, MONTANA 


Friend Eaton 

It has been a long time since I threw the dimond I think it was the last trip. 
My Pardner a farm raised man couldent think of coffe without milk so we blew for 
som caned cow juce. It was the old kind you know the eagle brand I belive an I 
think it came from that bird its a sinch it never flowed from any animal with hornes 
to make a long story short it got loos on us. an I dont have to tell you what hap- 
pened when it started wandering through our pack we had milk in every thing but 
our cofte 

Eaton we would like mighty well to join you but Iv got so much work I cant 
brake away 

Thanking you for the invition 

with best whishes from us both 


your friend 


CM Russell 
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Friend Con Oct 28 Ig10 

I received your letter an was glad to here from you but am sorry you dont like 
that appel country its pritty hard for an old cow puncher lik you to fall to frute 
rasing picking appels aint verry exciting _I like appels an so do you but if they 
will give me the country back the way it was I] agree to eat dryed frute the rest of 
my life but theres onely a fiew of us that feel that way. 

I have been inquiring about a hay ranch but as aney kind of hay sells for $25 
a ton they dont seem stuck to sell out but Il keep my eye open I shure wish you 
could get a ranch nere here 

You spoke of Jonny Leein your letter I was one of his pallbearer he went 
quick a cow puncher from Browning that was at the funeral told me he was sick 
onely a few minuts he had just com home from a dance an his hart quit I hated 
to see poor Jonny go but if my friends have to go I want them to go fast 

Goodwin an I got home all safe we had the horses shod at Gelida _ they 
stood like plow horses an since I got hack they have neather one scared at aotoes ore 
street cares they act like they were raised on gasilene 

I was down town the other day an met Cap Tool Tom Daley we were 
standing in front of the Mint an I asked them if they knew the horse in front of the 
Silver Doller he was standing with his head down asleep with skunk wagons all 
around him snorting tooting and blowing when I told them it was Dave they pritty 
near called me a lyar an I had to show them the “three E” to proove it 

with best whishes from us both to yourself Mrs Price and Leslie 

Your friend 
CM Russell 
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W. M. Armstrong August 14 
Friend Armstrong 1922 

I guess you think its about time I came across with som thanks for the cow 
puncher book Im better than a green hand with talk but with a pen Im plenty 
lame so Im limping in with my thanks 

Since most of the cow folks moved to Holly Wood and worke for the movies 
all the cow punchers I see these dayes are on the screen Most of the cow now are 
hornless ware a bell and are punched with a stool 

Times have changed the old time cow puncher in the sketch above who sits 
in the shade of his hoss would run off a band of hosses hold up a coach work a brand 
over maby he wore notches on his gun but he wouldent steal milk from a calf 

The fiew old raw hids left are found in a blind pig or hide in the mountians 
making moon they have lived past thair time they were good cow men they 
might have braged on thair roping and riding but the moon shine they make cant 
be braged on 

The cow folks I see on the screen are mighty mussy gunmen and if thair had 
been as many people killed in real life as thair is on the screen with blank shells Its 
a sinch my red brothers would still be eating humped backed cows it would have 
been a snap for the Injun to clean up the fiew these gun fighters left 

The barbed wire and plow made the cow puncher History and the onley place 
hes found now is on paper so I thank you for the book 

I just returned from a fishing trip with two friends of yours Church Mehard and 
Walter Grange I wish youd been with us we went on horseback with pack ani- 
mals and found good fishing a two year old Lady brown bear called on us 

Grange as you know is a ball player he practiced in and out curves with bold- 
ers on miss bear till the lady took timber if the animal had of been a silver tip or 


grizzly the sport would have gon the other way—a tree climbing contest I think 


with best whishes to you and yours 


Vv. fx _ from the Russells 


Ceca friend 
.CM Russell 


April—oq—1921 
W. M. Armstrong 
Los Angeles Calif 
Friend Armstrong 

I call you this as I count all those who love the old west friends 

The brown hurds and wild men that Parkman knew and told of so well have 
gon The long horned spotted cows that walked the same trails their humped backed 
cousins made have joined them in history and with them went the wether worn cow 
men ‘They live now onley in bookes. The cow puncher of Forty years ago is as 
much history as Parkmans Trapper. The west is still a great country but the picture 
and story part of it has been plowed under by the farmer Prohabition maby made 
the west better But its sinch bet Such Gents as Trappers Traders Prospectors Bull- 
whackers Mule Skinners Stage drivers and Cowpunchers dident feed up on cocola or 
mapel nut sundais 

To make sketches in Francis Parkman’s books has been a pleasure to me 

When I read his work I seem to live in his time and travel the trails with him 

Whishing you and yours health and happyness 

Your friend 


CM Russell 
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HIE 


Friend Sweet 

No dought you will be supprised to here from an old night hawk like me but 
the older I get the more I think of the old days an the times we had before the bench 
land granger grabed the grass there was no law aginst smoking sigeretts then an no 
need of a whipping post for wife beeters the fiew men that had wives were so scared 
of loosing them they generley handeled them mighty tender. the scacity of the 
females give them considerbal edg those days I never licked no women but Im 
shure glad I beet these morilests to the country its hard to guess what they would 
have don to me. Chances are Id be making hair bridles now for smoking sigeretts or 
staying up after twelve oclock. but they got here to late to hed of my fun an as I am 
real good now I aint worring much 

but what I started to say is this. 

the last time I saw you I think you said you had a photo that was taken at 
White Sulpher of your self Jim Macoy and I if so I wish you would send it up to 
me and I will have a copy made of it and return the origanal or you might have 
your town photographer make some copyes and send me the bill 

with best regards to your self and Wife 

Your friend 
CM Russell 


remember me to all friends 
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Paank Harisel 


LL7, 


va Oct 23 1907 
Ho Ho Hay-ee ane 
Friend Goodwin “Sy — 

I received your letter some time ago the lion was heap good My sketch 
shows a Kootnei canoe from a model H. Stanford sent me it is made of spruce bark, 
rough sid in the modle was verry rough an I could not-get much from it it has 
no thorts like other conoes but I think the fellow that made the modle forgot them 
it dont look like aney bark boat would hang together with no brace to keep her from 
spreding I wish youwerehere now _ the wether is beautifull this sounds lik a josh 
but itson the square the sun hasent hid since you left I fineshed my roping picture 
an have done three black and whites two for Bronson and one for Outing. 

I went to the stock yards the other day to see a beef heard from the upper sun 
river there was a thousand head pritty good heard for these days the punchers 
baring a fiew bib overall boys were apritty good bunch I knew most of the old 
timers so I had a good time talking over days of the open range an Im telling you 
there was some tolibel snakey ones rode during our talk but as the old ones knew I 
don most of my riding bad ones this way . . . 


your friend 


CM Russell 
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Tom Kerwin Rout 3 Box 223 
Friend Tom Pasadena Cal 

Im droping a line to let you know that I’m on my legs again but I dont travel 
like a colt yet. Gorge Speck wanted to bet hed hold the handels ore buy flowers for 
me, you tell Speck thair aint a chance, I] be the one that will let him down easy 
with my hat off. 

I called on [an old friend] . . . hes looking fine, is married, and has a fine 
home, a car, and a man to drive it... . 

hes on top now and Im glad of it. Hes hit som rough trails since he left Cut 
Bank where he started in that booze joint called The Mavorick; he played both ways 
from the middel when the hich rack in frount held lots of horses, he had a big bar 
trade, when cow punchers left, he used the back door. Fore one doller hed give his red 
brothers a quart of something that would mak him sing like he did in buffalo days 
but as thair was always enough sober ones to cash all the guns and knives it was noisy 
but not dangorus; It was bad booz but it dident kill aney body. I tryed it and I think 
maby you did Tom 

It was rough stuff made for outside men and Inguns and was agin the law to 
feed it to red men but now since were all inguns that old trade whisky was lemonade 
compared to what the whites are getting now. . 

give my regards to Sid and Cal and all friends best whishes to you and your wife 

Your friend 


CM Russell 
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Hello Trigg 

Im here in the big camp an have visited all the places that interest me. an am 
getting lonsum for home 

I was down to the aquarium the other day _ they have quite a number of new 
fish I walked back through Bowling Green which I belive is the oldest part of the 
burg 

this is where the Dutch uste to play ten pins an trade with the Indians. I think 
it was these limburger eaters that told the red man to plant powder an ball 

Mr Ingen put in this crop the sam as corn. 

but not beeing a up to date scientific dry lander his crop failed. the dutch like 
all good boosteres looked sorry an told him he hadent harrowed it under properly 
that by plowing deep an roling the soil would hold moister that it never had. the 
same as it did for our farmers last summer. did this stop the red man this plum failure 
of powder an ball crop No he started raising Hair without errigation this crop 
was shurer but had its draw backs imagin a savig who lived in the sweet smeling 
woods rasing the hair of a dutch man with limburger in every pocket it must have 
been tough. right here Trigg I get hazy on history of this Iland but the Injun quit 
it and the English got it away from the Dutch. I dont know who owns it now but 
as every other man looks like Mose Kaufmans cousin I think Jerusilam has a large 
interist here 

We took in a Suffereggte meeting the other night an a finer 
band of Hell raisers I never saw bunched according to there argu- N 


mant men would have litte] to say in regards to goverment I will Hea | 
tell you all a bout it when I see you but will 
close for this time, with regards to all 
Your friend 
C M Russell 
Apral ro 
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I suppose this would be an easy throw for aney of them skin string Buckaroos. 


Friend Con 

a fiew days ago I got your letter and one a long time ago which makes me 
owe you two_ I rote you one since you went down to Cal but you never said you 
got it 

Im glad you like that country and from what you say its a good one. long 
ago I ust to hear them senter fire long reatia Buckaroos tell about Califonia rodaros 
but at this late day I dident think thair was a cow in Cal that wasent waring a bell. 
Poor old Montana is the worst I ever seen an Iv been here forty snows. the Reform- 
ers made her dry and the Allmighty throwed in with them and turned the water of 
an now thair aint enough grass in the hole State to winter a prarie dog, but if the 
nesters could sell thair tumble weed at a dollar a tun thair all millionairs its shure 
a bumper crop 

I saw Jonny Rich not long ago _ hes running a moovie show in Lewistown 
and dooing well he says last winter when the flew hit his town the Doctor advised 
him to take three mouths full of booze a day to head off the sickniss to make 
shure how much hes taking Jonny measurs a mouth full which he says is an eaven 
pint he followes the Doctors orders to a hair and the Flew never tuched him 
said he felt fine all the time but after about a month of this treatment he got to 
seeing things that aint in the natural history. one day he saw a Poler Bear sitting 
on a hot stove waring a coonskin coat and felt boots eating hot tommales 

I went to the stampeed at Calgary this fall and it was shure good saw a flew 


old timers some old friends of yors 
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Charlie Furman said a long time ago he had a horse that he was a fraid of 
one day hes riding this animal kinder carful with feet way out and choking the horn 
when suddenly with out cause this hoss starts playing peek a boo about the second 
jump, Charley is unloaded among a crop of bolders an he tells me hes numb all over 
and feels like every bone hes got is broke in three places but when he starts coming 
back to life his hart gets big and all of a sudden he remembers he ain’t give Con Price 
no wedding present so next day he saddles a gentle horse and leads peek a boo over 
and presents him to you 

Furaman says he don’t see you for quit a while but when he dos meet you 
you say some things that I cant put in this letter and you said if ever you married 
again that he needent send no presents 

I am sending you a couple of pictures of Jack Mame sent you som last winter 
in a Christmas pacage for Leslie but I guess you dident get them _ hes shure a fine 
boy and loves horses hes got a rocking horse and two stick horses an he rids the 
tail off the hole string I still have a cople of old cyuses and some times I take 
him in the saddle with me and it shure tickles him we may come to Cal this 
winter if we do wel try and look you up. I’v got a long range cousin in that coun- 
try named Philips that is runing cows down thair somewhere 

Well Con I’1 close for this time with best wishes from the three of us to 
the three Prices 

Your friend 
CM Russell 
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Friend Bill 

I guess its about time I said some thing the portrait was shure skookum an I 
was plenty supprised when Mame led me to it Christmas morning you don your- 
self proud I think its your best You certainly spred paint while I was away 

we got the spoon an the book of animal and bird beasts the last will help me 
in my animal work 

well Bill you may not belive it but I miss you its kind of like missing the 
ache after the tooth is pulled I often turn around from my work to cuss you an find 
nothing but the space where Duck leg sat 

Percy an I with our good halves have just returned from Lewis 
Town where we met maney old timers some I hadent seen for over 


twenty years we camped with Johny Ritch neather He Percy nor 


I touched the goblet of joy there was a stag banquet pulled of for 
us an some of the feeders got pie eyed not maple pied eather it was 
a straight case of booze blinde they couldent eaven see the New Year when it came 
in I whish youd been with us_ Id herded your hat... . 

the sketch shows Duck leg hunting white tail in the Mission range Linderman 
says your quetest man in the woods hes ever known _ if the Kootenais who are great 
hunters had seen you they would have named you panther foot gost of the woods or 


som such titel . .. with best whishes from us both to yourself and Julie 


Ke Ae Your friend 
‘VG LNs CM Russell 
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Feb25 1025 


Friend Carey 

Last year when I eat at the HC wagon you whisperd to me that thair was som 
buried treasures on your ranch that wasent no cash of the Old Spanish Bandits But 
a plant of your own in days when corn and rye juice could be got for one dollor a 
quart you were foxy and buried what you couldent swallow but not having the 
nose of the fox you couldent locate the cash In these days of drouth there were 
times when it got on your nurvs. You told me you were going to organize a small 
band of trusted booze hounds and go prospecting I hope you raised the cash we 
got your note and was glad to here from you 

with best whishes to you and yours from me and mine 

Your friend 


CM Russell 
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Jan 23 1924 
Jim Thornhill Great Falls Mont 
Friend Jim 

I got your letter and was glad to here from you I have been layed up with 
Siatic rumitisum for six months I been near enough Hell to smell smoke . 

Jim since you left thairs a lot of old cow punchers friends of yours and mine 
have cashed in. . . Con Price is among the senter fire men at Gilroy Califonia riding 
for the Gilroy Cattel Co... Isaw Tom Daly at Selby in July he has som oil land 
and cant talk nothing but oil Old Horis Brouster is forist ranger in Glacier Park 
he still loves to talk about cows he told me hed like to get out and run a wagon 
I told him if he did it would be a milk wagon nearly all the cows in Montana 
these days are waring a bell and most of the old cow punchers that aint in Jail are 
making moon or boot leging 

Dave Clar cam to town the other day he got married a fiew daysago when 
that lady was draging her loop it lookes to me like she dont care what steped in it 
Since Dave notched his gun a fiew years ago at Cut Bank he dont hang around that 
country much _ the breed he got had friends Dave was superstitious and Cut Bank 
dont look like a health resort to Davy .. . 

The little picture at the head of this letter is to help you remember what snow 
looked like I tryed to make it look like the country and the punchers you usto 
know before the grangers turned Montana grass side down shes a has been now but 


wel remember her for what she was 
Your friend 


CM Russell 
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St. Louis Mo 
: No roth 1903 
Friend Trigg "=e < 

I thought I would write an let you know Im still among the live ones 

I have taken in the worlds fair grounds it is verry grand but dont intrest me 
much — the animal gardens which is near thair is more to my liking they have a 
verry good collection among them a cyote who licked my hand like he knew me 
I guess I brought the smell of the planes with me I shure felt sorry for him poor 
deval a life sentence for nothing on earth but looks an general princepales. but you 
cant do nothing for a feller whos hol famely is out laws as far back as aney body 
knowes, eaven if he is a nabor of yours If he could make hair bridles it would bee 
a hol lot easier but with nothing to do but think of home its Hell thats all 

Im stopping with my Folks who live verry neare the place where I was raised 
and altho the country is much bilt up there is some of the old land marks left an a 
little patches of woods enough to take me back to boyhood days and I was much 
suprised the other morning to scare up about 10 quail but as there is no shooting 
allowed that accounts for it seeing these birds in this woods reminds me of when I 
was a youngster of about g winters hunting with a party of kids we had one gun 
this wepon was the old time muzzel loding musket there 
was but one boy in the party long enough to lode her with 
out the ade of a stump or log so of corse he packed the 
amuninition an don most of the loding we were shooting 
in turns at aney thing in sight well I kept belly aking 
saying My turn an the big kid saying Youl get yours an I 
did. When he loded for me I remember how the rod 


jumped clear of the barel he spent five or more minutes 


tamping the loade then handing the gun to me said thair 
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that would kill a tiger an I think it would if hed been on the same end I was My 
game was crows I climbed to the top of a rail fence to get cleane range. and then 
as the Books say for an instant my hawk eye mesured the glistening barrel then 
the death like stillness was broken by the crack of my fathfull wepon an I kept it 
broken with howls for quite a while... . 
Your Friend 
C M Russell 
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1918 


Friend Tex 

I got your card asking how my old hoss is_ hes standing in my coral right now 
but neather him nor his owner are aneything like booze old Dad time aint hung 
no improventmunts onus Judging from your card your still in the big camp proov- 
ing to them cliff dwelers that a rope will hold things with out clothes pins If you 
ever cut Ed Borines range climb to that owls nest of his and kinder jog his memory 
that he owes me som writeing tell him I got the tapadaroes and macarthey and 
thank him for me 

Several months ago I got a card from you saying you wasa Dad of a son. youv 
got nothing on us but ours wasent waring our Iron but his brands vented so hes ours 
all right and we shure love him _ hes a yearling past now and it keeps us both riding 
heard on him 

with best whishes to your best half yourself and son from the Russell family 

Your friend 


CM Russell 
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Pasadina Califonia 
March 30 
Friend Joe 1920 

I got your letter and paintings they were wonderfull from an artistick stand- 
point not quite bold enough in stroke. Youd have don better with a hay knife It 
would give more teck neque maby that aint spelt right but you savvy Thars lots 
of moovie cow folks here both male and female more he ones than thair is cows 
the only cows Iv seen is the kind you moove up on with a stool an bucket 

Saw Tom Mix and Bill Hart work both treated me fine Tom sent his 
regards to you and yors onley saw Neal Hart a fiew minuts he also sends regards 
have seen Bill Rogers work several times Am going into the mountians with him 
Sonday to see them make some real out door pictures If you ever want to paint 
frute roses ore automobiles come to this country I forgot Bungaloos they grow 
here too this last groath origanaly came from India where they had to be snake 
and tiger proof but judging from the one we got Califonia is like Irland well Joe 
I] tell you all about it when I git home which wont be long 


with best whishes to you three from we of the same nomber. 
Your friend 
CM Russell 
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July 9 1926' 
Friend Charles: 

I got your letter and was glad to get it we could use a lot of Neihart air here 
right now and I wouldent mind having a chunk of snow from Old Baldy and lay on 
a bow bed built by Bill Frip an Bill aint such a good bed builder but since I came 
to Rochester, I love aneything in Montana if I had aratler snake here and I knew 
he was from Arrowcreek I couldent keep my hands off him. 

Well Charles tomorrow is Satterday and a week ago tommorrow I climed on 
the block and maby others dident know but it took every grane of sand I had 
tuck a local anasethic—local means nearby and it was so near by I dident miss much 
the feeling wasent bad but my eres were tuned up till I could here a bug whisper 
and the nois of the knife was plane these Expurts were through in fifteen minutes 
but thats nothing—give one of these trimmers a good knife and hed skin and quar- 
ter Marcus Anderson in ten and wouldent nick his blade 

Well Charles these fiew words will tell you that Im still this side of the Big 
Range—If nothing happens we expect to start home in ten days. 

With best regards to you and yours 

Your friend 


CM Russell 


1Written from the Mayo Brothers’ hospital, Rochester, Minnesota, shortly before his death. 
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Jan 2 


“ 1921 
Wishing You and Yours 
A Happy New Year 


Friend Con 

I got your letter last summer and so you will know Im still living I am droping 
youaline I hope you are still at Gilroy 

we leave tommorrow night for New York expect to be thair about a month if 
we gethar aney coin we will go down to Calafonia. .. . 

In October I went hunting with a party of seven on the head of the south fork 
of the flat head we had 20 head of horses and them that wasent hunting elk was 
hunting horses we shure got in a wild country and we had all the meat we wanted 
and brought back four elk one of the party said he knew you Hes an old N-N 
man Dude Locket ishisname I dident kill aney thing but I had a good time we 
were out three weeks. when we started home the party got split four of us started 
with sevon pack horses the other three stayed back to hunt horses _ when we striped 
the packs that night we found we had all the meat no salt no coffe lots of shuger a 
tent but no flour and no bedding and the wethe was cold but thair was lots of wood 
so we made a big fire and eat our meat like a Ingun salt less but non of us eat much 

Con I slept under saddle blankets be fore but I never had aney as smelly and 
hairy as these were the rest of the party ove took us next day about noon from 
that on we lived incomfurt I will tell you more about it when we meet .. . 

best whishes to you all from Jack Chaley and Nancy 

Your friend 
CM Russell 


oh Aug 28 
— oR as 


Friend Berners 

I got your letter and am mighty sorry to here about John. but feeling sorry is 
poor medison for sick friends so Im going to do the next cheep thing write him a 
Jollyup letter 

Old John like the animal above is in a dam dangiros place but the goat dont 
think so and if I can make my friend feel like the goat I belive hel come across the 
bad pas 

You said in your letter you were lonesum whats the matter with packing 
youre war bag and drifting to my camp _ a robe is spred and the pipe lit for you 
always 


with best whishes to you and all friends 
Your friend 


CM Russell 
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One of Peblos riders 


Friend Goodwin 

I guess you think its about time I answred your last letter but you know me 

if the moos you shot was like your sketch he was a dandy I was out on a buf- 
falo roundup in October I wish youd been along it was on the Flat Head reser- 
vation, an open, wild country we saw lots of wild hosses never getting closer than 
a mile an dont ever think they wasent wild it seemeded like they all ways winded 
us before we sighted them they were all waysrunning our camp was on the Pand- 
rall river surounded by a high roling country I was camped with the Canadin 
Officals who bought the buffilo 800 head owned by a Half Breed Peblo by name 
knowing the resivertion would bee throne open he asked Unkle Sam to leave him a 
range but Unkle wanted it for farmers _ then he asked him to by them and when 
Unkel shook his head, the Canadians jumped in an grabed them at $2504 head since 
the sale U S has made a bufhlo pasture not 30 miles from Peblos range an our coun- 
try has 4 head two of them presented by Conrad the other two by some man at Salt 
Lake a large heard for a country like ours if it had not been for this animal the 
west woud have been the land of starvation for over a hundred years he fed an made 
beds for our frounteer an it shure looks like we could feed an protect a fiew hundred 
of them but it seemes there aint maney thinks lik us 

I am sending you a rough map of the trap that was bilt to cach the Buffilo 

Peblos riders wer all breeds an fool bloods making a good looking bunch The 
first day they got 300 in the whings but they broke back an all the riders on earth 
couldent hold them they onely got in with about 120 

I wish you could have seen them take the river they hit the water on a ded 


run that river was a tapyoker for them an they left her at the same gate they tuck 


138 


her catching a phatographer from Butt City on the bank we all thought he was a 
goner but whin the dust cleared he showed up shy a camra hat an most of his pants 
lucky for him there was som seeders on the bank an he wasent slow about using one 

we all went to bed that night sadisfide with a 120 in the trap but woke up with 
one cow the rest had climed the cliff an got away 

the next day they onely got 6 an a snow storm struck us an the roundup was 
called off till next summer if you come out this sumer we will go over an see it 
we can take the boat from Kalispell an go down the lake its onely about 25 miles 
from the foot of Flat head lake to the trap an we could get horses thair an ride over. 

I como back by the lake to Kalispell it isa fine trip Bob Benn sent his best 
whishes he sent us some fine bufhlo meet for Christmas 

were are having a cold snap out here last night it was 38 below o an it has 
been snowing for-for days 

give my regards to Dunten an all who know me 

Whishing you and yours a happy New Year 

Your friend 
CM Russell 
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Friend Bob 

the distence bared us from your Golden Wedding but thair is no trail to rough 
ore long to stop the travel of the good whishes of our harts to friends so our harts 
were with you at the scool house. Bob like all your friends we are glad we knew 
you. Your kind were never plenty. but thair scarce these days. Invention has made 
it easy for man kind but it has made him no better. Michinary has no branes A lady 
with manicured fingers can drive an automobile with out maring her polished nailes 
But to sit behind six range bred horses with both hands full of ribbons these are 
God made animals and have branes. To drive these over a mountain rode takes both 
hands feet and head an its no ladys job ‘To sit on the nie wheeler with from ten to 
sixteen on a jirk line ore swing a whip ove twenty bulles strung on a chane an keep 
them all up in the yoke took a real man And men who went in small partys or 
alone in to a wild country that swarmed with painted hair hunters with a horse under 
tham and a rifel as thair pasporte These were the kind of men that brought the 
spotted cattel to the west before the humped backed cows were gon Most of these 
people live now only in the pages of history. but they were regular men Bob and 
you were one of them Some of them had wives mad of the same stuff as thair hus- 
bands true unselfish wimen and mothers who shared equely all hardships of the man 
of thair choise and desurved realy more prase than thair husbands Bob you must 
have looked good to Miss Bickett for her to tie on to a cow trailing drifter like you 
Girls were scarce them days and Im betting thair were plenty of horses tied to old 
Doc Bicketts hich rack whos riders clamed to be looking for horses but were realy 
wife hunting. 

your friend 


CM Russell 
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Mr and Mrs John Lewis 
Dear Friends 

I left with out thanking you for the good time you gave me and my best half 

the above sketch will show that I dident sleep all the time I was at your camp 
these folks aint so fancy as the old time Injun nor as wild as the cow puncher but for 
variety of anatomy they got Injuns and cow folks skined to the dew claws. 

I cant back track Howard further than the bufalo range on the Little Missouri 
but if hes Uncle to all them nephews and neices I met at your camp some of his 
brothers must have been Bisnops in Utah not buffalo hunters. 

with meny thanks from us both 

Your friend 
C M Russell 
Dont forget you are coming to our camp 


and bring the three Bolingers 
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June 29 1916 


Mr Paris Gibson, a : 


Dear Friend: Say 
I was asked to write something for your birthday. I have hade several birthdays 


myself some its a wonder | lived through but they say joy never kills an I Guess this 
is true caus Iv swollowed enough joy to drowned a cow on sevral occasions. 

last year you wrote congratulating me on my success, but spoke as if you were 
afraid I might get swelled in the head and be near sighted when I passed friends. 
there is no danger of that, my Friend—talent like birth marks are gifts an no credit 
nor fault of those who ware them. It is onley men like you can clame credit. 

In 1883 I night hearded horses where this town stands. I saw lots of grass plenty 
of water for the herds a good ford below Sun river. They were old men among us 
that spoke of it as a good beef county but there was nothing said of a town. 

This country was dotted with buffalo skulls which brought to my Imagination 
many wild pictures but there were no citys among them. 

Cow men said the falls were a drawback, they 


drowned lots of cattle an stoped boat travle. 


But there was a man from New England a country 
\ where they rais more rock to the acer than aney other 
land under the sun an thats with out furtelizer ore 
erigation. ‘This man did not paint pictures ore punch 
cows but his eyes saw a great city where there was only 
pararrie and rivers. He showed the people where the town would be: many of them 
laughed but he called the turn. 
You my Friend was the camp finder and have all rights to be proud. 
Our trails have not been the same but Iv often seen your tracks but never once 
have they back tracked ore taken water to fool their followers. 
A birthday is onley a place on the trail of life where the travler stops to look 
back. Like the rest of us, you have rode some lame horses but the trail behind you 
will never be grass grone ore forggotten. 


Your friend 


C M Russell 
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Friend Frank 
I received your letter and was glad to here from you their is not much to 
write about down here so I] make my letter mostly picture The sketch will show 
you some of the folks that pass my camp _ this kind ride the beaches of Calif Its 
hard to size up folks in this country but Im betting the he in the lead can get an 
ace of the bottom hes probably an oil man from Wyoming or a high class 
burgelar from New York. The shes are wife and daughter of a well to do Boot leger 
from Kansas coming from that state of corse Maws strong for dry baring what she 
uses around the house and the size drink she takes would make Bill Rance grinde 
his teeth both the henna haired daughter and her maw smoke privetly in Kansas but 
wide open in Cal Maw aint riding caus she loves horses but her Dock told her 
it would remove leaf lard. the man in the drag cant be classed among the idle rich 
he can count his coin with out taking it out of his pocket Socially he aint got much 
to say him nor the hoss under him dont savy much but Spanish. their boath native 
sons Pedro maby thats his name dont know his fambly tree but its a safe bet his 
mother was a pyute and his dad maby a Spanish Gentelman who gathered his coin 
from the rode in the old stage coach day but compared to the hold up gents here to 
day Pedros dad was in the kinder garden class but this party would be out of luck 
with out Pedro hes like a packer with a pack trane, puts them on and takes them 
off if a pack slips hes their to set it up and see that it stays ... 
Your friend 


CM Russell 
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eV A 
+7 Dear Judge 


Im a fiew moons late coming across with thanks 


for the invitation you sent me to join in the big hunt 
an you got plenty of reasons to think I’m a piker so I’m sending in this ink talk to 
squar myself its going to be hard work caus Im mighty lame with a pen. . 

In the first place long before you and Lewis talked of your hunt I had promised 
my friend Frank Linderman a visit at his camp on Flat Head Lake but I had called 
that off and was going to throw in with the Bollinger and Lewis bunch _ then the 
flew broke out and throws a scare in me and this old sickness surtenly trimed this 
camp heres prufe enough I just sold a picture to an undertaker 

So as long as old flew rode heard on my camp I dident care to take a long 
chance if I went with you to the south fork Id be out of reach of letter or wire so 
I played safe and went to Lindermans his camp is righton the road I stayed with 
Frank about ten days done som fishing and had good luck onley hunted three 
days saw lots of sign Frank got one white tail thairs plenty of deer round his 
camp but thair shure man wise I hope you all had good luck I would like to eat 
som elk stake that you cooked . . . My Wife Jack and I whish you all a Happy 
New Year 

Your friend 


CM Russell 
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Frietids) tm) <! ieee ae 

aney time you ore any of your He ore She friends start thinking your loosing 
the beauty lines that youth gave you come to long beach and youl feel better nobodys 
bared Clothing is mad to hide ore lye but bathing suits are truthfull 

for sevral years old dad time has been handing me things I dident want an I 
aint been thankfull for his favors but since I took a look at Long beach I think the 
Old Gents been Dam good to me _ we are camped now in a bunglow at Pasadena 
among flowers and palm trees that have been here long enough not to mind the cold 
ore maby the flowers are like the native sons they wont admit it A Califonia real 
estate man can stand mor cold with out humping his back than aney humans I ever 
knew its warem enough when the sun shines but when the sky wares scatering 
clouds and the sun plays peek a boo its like having chills and feaver .. . 


your friend 
C M Russell 
866 Chestor av north Pasadena, Cal 
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Charles F Lummis 

I have eaten and smoked in your camp and as our wild brothers would. I call 
you Friend ‘Time onley changes the out side of things. it scars the rock and snarles 
the tree but the heart inside isthe same In your youth you loved wild things Time 
has taken them and given you much you dont want. Your body is here in a highley 
civilized land but your heart lives on the back trails that are grass grown ore plowed 
under If the cogs of time would slip back seventy winters you wouldent be long 
shedding to a brich clout and moccasens and insted of beeing holed up in a man made 
valley youd be trailing with a band of Navajoes headed for the buffalo range 

I heap savy you caus thaird be another white Injun among the Black feet Hunt- 
ing hump backed cows 

My brother when you come to my lodge the robe will be spred and the pipe 
lit for you I have said it 

Your friend 


CM Russell 
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Senitor Paris Gibson May Tory 
Dear Friend 

Here we are in the midle of the Atlantic a bord the Lusitania. Lusitania I think 
meanes Hold up judging from the easy way the owners take money 

The boat I went over in was a hotel this one is a town about the size of 
Lewistown an its no slur on that camp eather 

we area littel north of the trail that Columbus broke our boat aint as safe but 
wer going faster but Cris wasent in no hurry he was onley looking for America... 

I have seen quite a little of old England an its sertenly a pritty country like one 
great park with an interesting history I viseted seviral hang outs of Bill the 
Conquar saw walls and rodes built before Bill landed by the Romans. saw the ax 
and block where maney politicans lost there office. an when I looked at that old 
rustay ax I couldent help thinking that it might be a good thing these days It ser- 
tanly has made a clean quiet country of England a land which for centuries lay seeped 
in blood the history of our country has quite a littel read in it but its pale com- 
pared to this land our Injun was a ware lover but blamed no God for the blood he 
spilt neather for Cross or King did he war but for his country an well we know it 
was worth fighting for a Dam good country ana Dam good cause _ the Injun was 
bad all right but Senitor if time were to slip her cogs an drop back some senturies Id 
prefur scary America to Merry England... 

With best whishes to you and most of the folks in Montana 


Your friend 


CM Russell 
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Address R 3 Box 223 


Frank B. Brown Pasadena Calafonia 


Friend Frank May 4 1924 

I got your letter and was glad to here from you but dont think I could build 
up on that custerd pie diat you advise I cant forget that littel talk you gave me on 
custard Frank the above sketch aint a hold up its what the hoof and mouth dis- 
ease has don to the beautiful rodes in Califonia the quarintene gard has stoped a 
car the law says no animal ore vegitable frute ore flower that grows above ground 
can pass ‘The dogs out of luck if his friends don’t return fido don’t bark no more 
at the moon’ Hes as good as weiners right now 

The lady to the right aint going to be hung ore have a hair cut Shes been 
picking popyes and was caught with the goods so thair going to fumigate her and 
when thair through she couldent stay at a skunk bording house but she could live 
a month in a leper camp and leave with out a pimple . . . You will notice the ladys 
in my sketch are scared but dont turn pale they cant the wimen to day have got 
nature cheeted a lady that can blush ore turn pale through her make up had better 
see a doctor shes got blood preshure . . 

Califonia is all right but I can’t see belt ore squar butte from here Frank give 
my best whishes to Montana nobodys bared 

Your friend 


CM Russell 
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I guess you will be supprised to here from me but I thought I would let you 
know how we are getting along 
I just got back from a visit with John Matheson he sold his teem an bought 
bench land ranch about 20 miles from here the above sketch showes what it looks 
like it was coldan plenty of snow the pump froze up__ we decided to take it out 
so both o us started liftin thairs a sheet 0 ice and we cant no moren keep our feet 
we got her pritty near the top John sliped the pump handel hit me on the 
head and the spout caut John back of the year when he got to his feet he made a 
run for the ax an the talk he used wouldent look good in print it was shure strong 
but it dident get the pump out neather did we. an John gets his water hand over 
hand it onely takes 3 or 4 ours to water a horse but that all goes with the inde- 
pendent life of the farmer 
well Con we had a pritty good Christmas an we thought 


an talked of you all an we would have liked to have you 
here. . . . I hope you are all getting along fine Id lik to 
be up there and help Mrs P bild another calf 
shed 2a. 


PS USA we both send best whishes to your self 


i L _ Wife and Lesley 
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March 24 
1926 


Dear Miss Josephine 

I want to thank you for the nice birth day card you sent and your Shamrock 
has brought luck as I feel much better to day not that Iv been sick but I havent 
felt real good That card was shure a Paddys greeting maby Im not Irish but my 
fondness for that Race makes me belive Im a breed. ... 

Miss Josephine Califonia is not the country that Bret Hart knew but the moovie 
people still make romance The English woods you see on the screen at the Liberty 
or aney other show house are realy live Oaks in Cal 

So you see in 1926 when everything is forgoten but right now you are apt to 
meet armored men of Ritchard the Lion Harteds time 

A flew years ago, you might of seen Moses and his bunch heading for the Sea 
somwhere betwine Long beach and Santa Barbra maby they had harps but if they 
played it was jass music the same as youl here at the Odan ore Meadow Lark Club. 

Moses is here yet I saw him the other day I don’t know what he’s doing 
now but its a safe bet he cant write the Ten Commadments.... 

With best whishes to yourself and Mother and Miss Furnald from us all 

Your friend 


CM Russell 


This rider didn’t 


quite win! 


Jan 28 1916 
Friend Guy 
I received your letters an am a little slow about coming back with paper talk. But 
here goes I am glad to here you are going to pull another contest for the folks Those 
prizes your hanging up shure look good. But judging from horses and steers you delt 
out at Calgary and Winnipeg the rider or roper that takes a prize shure has some- 
thing coming _I have lived among riders most of my life and late years Iv been 
taking in contests at different places but yours has got them all skined to the dew 
claws An I] take my hat off to aney rider who takes or tryes to drag a prize from 
you An Injun once told me that bravery came from the hart not the head. If my 
red brother is right Bronk riders and bull dogers are all hart above the wast band 
but its a good bet theres nothing under there hat but hair 
well Guy I hope you git a cross all right and show them Cliff dwelers the real 
thing they have all seen wild west shows but yours is no show its a contest where 
horses and ridirs are strangers its easy when a bronk twister knows every jump ina 
hoss but hes gambling when he steps across one he never saw before you savy 
well guy I close with best regards to your self and Wife Your friend 
CM Russell 
give my regards to Borine and all friends we will be in New York about the first 
of March then if you are still in the big camp we talk it over is Ed Borine still 


in that owels nest on 42 
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THE 
CHARLES M. RUSSELL 
BOOK 
By Harold McCracken 


Here is the biggest and best collec- 
tion of the work of one of the West's 
most famous artists. It contains thirty- 
five full-color paintings, many of them 
double-page spreads, and over one 
hundred and eighty drawings by 
Charles M. Russell. It is not only the 
most comprehensive published collec- 
tion of his work, but it is also a com- 
plete biography of his colorful life. 

The reproductions in The Charles M. 
Russell Book make it clear why the art- 
ist’s popularity has steadily increased 
and why he is now esteemed as one of 
the two best interpreters of the pio- 
neer West. Russell’s Western scenes 
are grandly dramatic, and the accuracy 
with which each Indian, frontiersman, 
wild-eyed bronc, or grizzly bear is 
drawn provides a faithful record of 
Western natural history. 


TRAILS PLOWED UNDER 
By Charles M. Russell 


Here is the cowboy in his hey-day. 
Often we hear of the passing of the 
Old West—but one cowboy artist and 
writer, who lived in all its color and 
adventure, has captured it forever. In 
these stories and sketches, Charles M. 
Russell gives a picture of the early days 
in Montana and Wyoming such as no 
one else could give. Cowpunchers, In- 
dians, and horses are the actors in these 
tales—with bear and buffalo making 
plenty of trouble. 

Five of Charles M. Russell’s best 
paintings are reproduced here in full 
color; several in halftone, together with 
many illustrative line drawings which 
recapture and embody the spirit of the 
cowpunchers’ adventures which find 
their monument in these pages. 


Printed in the U.S.A. 
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GOOD MEDICINE 
Memories of the Real West 


“The West is dead! 
You may lose a sweetheart, 
But you won't forget her.”—C.M.R. 


This Book is lovingly dedicated to the West and to Charlie’s 
friends. What a multitude, what a legion they were! Some of 
them were real saints in his eyes. And some of them were real 
sinners, too. And he knew it. And never cast a stone. But he 
would say, “My Brother, when you come to my lodge, the robe 
will be spread and the pipe lit for you.” 


Nancy C. Russell 
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